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PEEFACE.1 



SiNCE the f onndation of the Dante Society in 
Cambridge, twelve years ago, we have had to de- 
ploro the death of but few of its members. But 
it is a grievons and remarkable f act that we have 
lost from ouT roll the most illustrìous names : first, 
that of ouT first President, Mr. Longf ellow ; then, 
that of OUT second President, Mr. Lowell ; and in 
the past year that of Dr. Parsons. They were the 
three most eminent lovers and disciples of Dante 
in America ; three poeta who had each devoted a 
largo portion of his life to the study of Dante's 
work, and contributed as no other scholars have 
dono to diffuse his influence in this country. Our 
Society has been dignified by their part in it. We 
cannot hope for future distinction such as their 
presence has lent to us in the past. 

Fifty years ago, a little pamphlet in stiff brown 
oovers was issued in Boston, of which the title 
page reads: "The first Ten Cantos of the In- 

^ Read at a meetiiig of the Dante Society, May 16, 18d3. 
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femo of Dante Aligliieri. Newly translated into 
English Verse." It bore no author's name. The 
translation was preceded by a poem in seven stan- 
zas, " On a Bust of Dante." The poem long since 
became deservedly famìliar to the lovers of po- 
etry. Its opening verses, strong, simple, direct, 
are worthy of the master who inspired them, and 
they set the key of the whole poem : — 

*' See, from this eonntetf eit of him 
Whom Amo shaU remember long, 
How stem of lineament, how grìm 
The father was of Tnscan song. 



^ Faithfal if this wan image be, 

No dream his lif e was, bnt a fight : 
Conld any Beatrice see 
A loyer in that anchorìte ? " 

The little book attracted scanty attentìon, saye 
from a few persons of scholarly taste. Among 
those who encouraged Dr. Parsons to proceed with 
his translation, it is pleasant to me to recali, was 
my father; and almost the earliest of my own 
associations with Dante are connected with the 
friendly criticism and discussion between him and 
the yoimg translator. 

As timo went on, Dr. Parsons added to his 
work. Dante was his continnal stndy. But almost 
twenty-five years had passed since the publication 
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of tìie ^ Ten CantoB " bef ore he prmted the eom- 
plete trandatioii of the *^Iust Cantìele of the Di- 
vine Comedy.*^ He hadgieatlrreYisedhis originai 
essay, and a ocmparison of the cantos printed m 
1843 ^th the sanie eantos as they aj^eared m the 
Yolnme of 1867 is interesting as a study of strie, 
and of experiments in translaticwL. The acheme 
of Terse is not changed, hot eveiywhere a finner 
hand is f elt and a more perf ected art is manif est. 
Nine years later, in 1876, Dr. Parsons pnblished 
a fnrther portion of his work, under the title of 
^ The Ante-Purgatorio of Dante Alighieri. Trans- 
lated by T. W. Parsons.'' And in later years, from 
time to time, as he printed one canto after another 
of the Purgatory in the pages of the Catholic 
World j he did me the honor to send me his manu- 
script or his proof-sheet for sneh remark as I 
might yentnre to make upon it. Onr opinions as 
to the best method of trans]atìon differed ; but the 
qnality of his work made my task of criticism even 
more helpfol to myself than it conld bave been to 
him, while his open-mindedness and his scholar- 
ship were snch that he gave more heed than they 
deserved to my friendly dnggestions. His fas- 
tidions taste, his conscientions effort not to fall 
short of his own ideal standard of accomplishment, 
made his progress slow ; and he has left the trans- 
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lation of the Purgatory incomplete, and that of 
the Paradise little more than begon. 

So far as his work has gone, I believe that it 
ìs saf e to assert that as a rhymed version in Eng- 
lish of the Divine Comedy it has no superior. Its 
form is that of verse of five feet, with alternate 
rhymes. It does not attempt to render verse f or 
verse, nor even to f oUow literally the words of the 
originai withont other addition or subtraction than 
that which the genius of the language requires. 
The translator allows himself a eertain freedom. 
He is a poet, and his translation is to be an Eng- 
lish poem. The substance is Dante's, but the mode 
of expression is often changed from his. Without 
knowledge of the originai, one may read it with 
ease and pleasure, and with little sense of any 
hampering conf ormitìes to a f oreign originai 
There are many parts in which the translation 
reaches so high a level of naturai poetry that the 
reader may readily f orget that the English poet is 
f oUowing an Italian modeL But the student of 
Dante's own verse feels throughout that the style 
and tone are the translator's, not Dante's. It may 
be a fine style, it may be a fine tone, but ncither 
one nor the other is that of him who sovra gli 
altri come aquila vola. The aquiline character 
ìs not here. The sweep of wing, the compressed 
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force of stroke, the reserved power, are wanting. 
Take a single instance, two verses from the f amous 
fifth canto of the Inferno : — 

*' la cominciai : Poeta, volentieri 

Parlerei a que' due che insieme vanno." 

^ And I began : Great builder of the rhyme ! 

Fain would I speàk with yonder pair who glide.'' 

The difference is not a mere difference be- 
tween Italian and English: it is a difference of 
essence, a difference in poetic nature ; a difference, 
as I have said, of style and tone. 

But when every allowance is made, this work 
of Dr. Parsons's is an achievement whieh, in con- 
junction with his originai poetry, wiU secure for 
him that onrata nominanza which he would have 
desired as a f oUower of the altissimo poeta. 

CHARLES ELIOT NORTON. 



THOMAS WILLIAM PARSONS: 
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The UstofY ci die ftaiBni tan^baàtm is vidi 



dìffidence wnUm oat, ss if it vere a dmig 
nUe frani die man wlio made h. Haxdlr in any 
sense a task, dós aAóhrs Dante giew to be die 
diYme persoaàoii, die flolemn lolaee. tiie macai cs- 
thnsiaaii of fifty-fire yeazs ; it vas dooe at ìfàsute 
and bj Ukii^ ; and. bejxMid tiie fint Cantirie. it re- 
mains fragmentarr and nnfintdifd, Dr. Panoos 
was a poetof die tmest type; lie m^jlit hxwe de- 
voted Ins exqniste naiire art and npe ìesamog 
altogediery as he did in toj snall pait^ to tfae 
pleasmes of Ins own gmiiWb Bnt at seieuieen 
he was taken hy ins Fngtiah fadier on die fiist of 
many piolonged Tisìta to Italr ; he aaw Dante, as 
it weie, £aee to faee, and he was nerer qoite free 
theieafter. He leanied die Pamdi^ hj heart, 
walking tìiestieeti of Flofenee and BaTemia; he 
b^an, even in the sojoams of hìs enchanted jooth, 
to tianspose it into bis own toDgne, with infinite 
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humbleness and anxiety of spirit, and with an 
ever^thering sweetness and power. 

Dr. Parsons tells us that his earlìest studies of 
Dante were cast in the terza rima: a fashion 
afterwards thrown aside in favor of the measure ot 
Dryden and Ghray, ^^ which already hath possession 
of the English ear, and must charm it forever." 
Of these earliest studies, comprising, according to 
their author, " a good portion of the Divine Com- 
edy,^^ not a line survives. Meanwhile, the memory 
of their form and phrase must have wrought 
strongly with him to prevent his recasting the Par- 
adise; one does not shake off so readily the fiery 
garment of the mind. A second metrical experi- 
ment tried upon the opening canto of the Paradise 
figures in this hook; although not imimpressive, 
it was shortly, in its tum, abandoned, nor was 
it rephiced. The minor portion of the Hdl ap- 
peared in 1843, in a limited edition which adopted 
La^dor's speUing of past partìciples. Influenced 
by the eager devotion of his wife, and by the 
deep interest of friendly crìtics in London and 
in Bome, Dr. Parsons spurred himself on, and 
achieved the first Canticle before 1867; so that, 
as it now stands, it represents his final thought, 
if any thought could be called final with liini 
whose restless search for perfection availed to 
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W0Eiy and iiitpriinp eren liie long-pmilBd qouto 



He PwrgGianf ^lead ìiadL in ìncgnlar 
qtieiioe, over a ooDàderaUe poìod <i{ time. Theie 
is nnich leaaon to suppose that the tnindator 
realty oompleted moie dian vie faaTe been enaHed 
to present; at least. tbere is a Kkriihfwd dsit ite 
twenty^-fifth canto was fiiridbfd^ and diat the 
twesnty-iuntli and tfairty-seeond weze done in pazt. 
althoD^ DO copy of tiiese is ezlant. Hie AkU^ 
Furgatcry alone was oonsinnmated* aod ptiratety 
ìssned. Wliat follows it. embod jing man j famoos 
and toDcIiing passages, vas sent at long intervals 
to the Caiholic World, oF whìch the late Bereiend 
Isaac T. Hecker was tfaen editor. 

The Paradise was never endrely remodekd; 
grains of its gold-dnst onlv hare been fonnd and 
added. Meantime, and dnring the arrested derel- 
opment oF die whole, the ideals of Dante eeased 
net to sway and color his disciple's mind. He 
translated beantifal segments of Hie Xew Life. 
A dozen of his songs (among them Paradisi Glo- 
ria, Sotto r Usbergo del Sentirsi Puro, and the 
sonnet Ben delT Intelletto) were inspired by texts 
of the eternai epic His band, elear as Giotto's, 
has drawn the sweet and disdainfol Dantesque 
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profile again and agaia ; for the splenilid charac- 
terizations of his beat-known poem, a great lyric 
worthy of Gray, repeat themselves, with diverse 
rather tìian lesa cliarm, in "YIINOS, and in Fran- 
cesca da Rimiai. Never was poet more under a 
noble speli than tbis one. It is no exa^^ratdon to 
Bay that to him Dante was heart-blood and lìfe- 
breath, and not absent f rom his inmost meditations. 
Notbing better proves the essential robustness of 
Dr. Parsons'» intellect, tlian the fact that while 
he walked so devoutly in the great Floreotine'a 
shadow, nowhere in bis individuai verses Js there 
a EÓngle unconscious imitation of him, a single 
borro wed and unacknowledged excellence. 

There is no doubt that he meant to bave built a 
complete memorial of bis master, unto such eter- 
nity as his skiU allowed. But he worked with so 
rea! a reli^ousaess that baste, or expediency, or 
compulsion never was allowed to touch him ; merely 
a little pasBÌng mundane cloud, intruding on the 
mediieval peace of his green-bowered desk at 
Wayland or Scituate, made him throw down his 
pen for the day, No entry in his brìef diarie», 
kept along the margin of the manuscrìpt transla- 
tion, where eacb baptized page bears the sign of 
the cross, and a prayerful invocation like that of a 
Benedictiue of old, is commoner than " Vm milii I 
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dies parum efficaxJ*^ A melauclioly winter light, 
the stir of the city, a Iettar to answer, a vìsit to 
receive, any trifling offense to his fa^tìdious eye 
or ear, the very senso of worship always with him, 
the sense also of the difficult grandeur with which 
he had to deal, were «nough to tum him from his 
vocation, even f or months and years at a time, and 
to his own grief . This excessive sensibUì^y to in- 
terruption deprived us of an entire English version 
of the Divine Comedy ; but it reserved the most 
hear^whole and iUumined energy f or what was a«. 
tually attained. As Dr. Parsons wrote, at twenty- 
f our, in a masterly preface : ^' If the iron Alighieri 
himself conf essed that his sacred song had made 
him lean, throngh many years, it may be acknow- 
ledged that, f or ordinary f aculties, simply to trans- 
mute the precious ore into a merchantable shape 
were no insignificant work. To render him properly 
reqnires, in short, somewhat of Dante's own moods : 
it needs time and toU. Fastìng and soUtude might 
not be amiss." 

It will be seen how long ago this late-issued 
book has its birth and growth, how far it preceded 
much admirable modem exposition of its hero and 
arch-priest. Dr. Parsons was steeped in his Dante, 
himself the digest of many universities ; he had 
brooded over that illimitable strange horizon till 
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ali near objects dìssolved away. Yet he contented 
hìmself, in bis unpolemical manner, with few 
notes ; and these were not historic, theologieal, sci- 
entifica but produced, by choice, from the less dìs- 
coverable data, the workings of bis own mind. He 
had both a dose solicitude and a manly unconcem 
f or bis work ; once in type, albeit not given f orth, 
it seemed to lose the sacredness it had for him 
whfle it was in progress. His treasure, bowever, 
in death as in life, is bere. He had a fine Italian 
detachment from the world of gain and strif e, but 
for ibis one tbing he cared. The best in bini went 
to vivify and f reshen it. It made lùs mner happi- 
ness, especially in bis last and lonelier years ; for 
virtue, in literature if not in life, is its own reward. 
By that service to a classic, rather than by some 
imique and most lovely numbers in which he 
seemed to take Ben Jonson's advice to ^^ sing high 
and aloof," would he bave wished to be known. 

An unrevised lif e-labor, plucked for the public 
wbile yet green upon the bougb, bears itself 
meekly, and bopes for consideration. Wberever 
there are grievously broken sequences, an absent 
or detached passage, a forgiveness must be asked, 
thougb not for the author, who would one day 
bave perfected them ali. The text comparison of 
nearly every manuscript canto of the translation 
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has been a nice and repaying labor ; for there is, 
not uncommonly, a clioice between as many as 
f Olir or five renderings. Dr. Parsons had, in full, 
the artdstic temperament and its concomitant con- 
science: he seldom erred into rhetoric; he fled 
from prose, save where Hs majestic model had em- 
ployed it bef ore him. But his endeavor is to keep 
always on the Saxon, homespun side of things ; his 
terseness, his literalness, his archaisms, are notes 
of genius ; only a poet could dare so to intone and 
sustam them. He was in no marked degree capa- 
ble of diluting an idea, or of adorning it with 
*'purple patehes, gratuitous felicities." He had 
scruples even over an adjective necessarily and 
harmoniously interpolated. The voweled diction 
of 

^ Sopn as we slaek awhile onr painfnl pace 
By the sad marge of anoient Aoheron," — 

to select a random example, from the Hell^ was 
oyerbome, in its author's mind, by the remem- 
brance of the calmer statement, — 

'* Quando noi fermeremo i nostri passi 
8u la trista riviera <P AcheronteJ^ 

Theief ore he revised it : — 

" Soon as we stay onr f ootsteps for a spaoe 
Beside the dìsmal strand of Aoheron.'* 
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Surely, the ìnevitable espansion in the earlier 
rersion was a distinct gain, and a beauty. Above 
ali, Dr. Parsons can be trust^d, with a touch so 
light it ÌB often nususpected, to dispel a vagueneea 
or insert some little clarification, and to deal fìrmly 
with paraphraae where the prodigioua force ol the 
Tusean idiom ia Bach tlmt the best Engliah threat- 
ens to break under it. 

ìio other imitator of Dante, except perhaps, Boa- 
setti, Ì8 willing to go, for the most part, in saob 1 
russet Engliah, unashamed. He is severe with n • 
grace where it would fain interfere with a force. 
He has an accent of large and aerious simplicity, 
now rustie, anon most courtly and winning. In 
faithful technical detail, as in certain rìght iubom 
Bcorns, reticences, antagonisms, he was Daate's 
man ; he had not pondered for notlùng 

"The lipa sa Cnniffi'a CATern dose," 

nor striven altogether in vain to catch theìr ineffar 
ble austerity. 

Dr. Parsons is as yet hardly known to Hs own 
countrymen, who have long had before them an ont- 
line of his gentle and endearing character in the 
Poet of The Wayside Inn. The conditìons of his 
daìly lìfe were wholly advautageous ; the high- 
minded groop who made the ìUuBtrioaa Boston 
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and the Harvard University of forty and fifty 

years ago were his f riends, and f rom them he had 

always the sole recognition which he f ound good. 

He reminds one sometimes, in his patrician shy- 

ness, of the elect men of letters of the seventeenth 

century, of Drummond and Daniel, children of a 

peusive bnt fortunate Muse, ^' retired as noontide 

dew." He dwelt, through a decadent era, in a 

joyoos doister of the imagination, enamored of 

the past, troubling himself not at ali except about 

visiona venerable and fair; having "glimpses of 

ìncomprehensibles, and thoughts of things which 

thonghts do but tenderly touch." While he 

walked in the flesh, it was rather with spirits than 

with his kind; and those who knew hìm know 

that he need not have gone far, nor changed much, 

on his master's shining upward way a farsi più 

bello. 

LOUISE IMOGEN GUINEY. 
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CANTO THE FIRST. 

Halfway on our life's joumey, in a wood, 
From the right path I f ound myself astray. 
Ah, to describe how dark it was, how rude, 
That savage f orest, chìlls me to this day I 
Its very thought is ahnost death to me ; 
Yet, havìng f ound some good there, I will teli 
Of other things which there I chaneed to see. 
But how I carne therein, I know not well, 
For sleep had mastered me when first I went 
From the true way, abandoned in my woe ; 
Till having reached the f oot of an aseent 
Where this vale ended that appalled me so, 
Looking on high, its shoulders I beheld 
Sobed in the planet's rays who guides men right 
Through every pass : then part the f ear was quelled 
That froze my heart's lake ali that piteous night. 
Like one cast breathless, gasping, from the spray, 
Who eyes the watery perii from the shore. 
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My mind, stili flying, tumed me to survey 
The track no living man e'er passed before. 
Then, after easing my wom limbs with rest, 
On through that wildemess I wandered, stili 
Keeping my lower f oot most fìrmly prest ; 
When, lo I beginning now to elimb the hiU, 
A Leopard, glistening in a dappled hide, 
That wonld not fly, though light and full of speed, 
Hindering my way, before me I deseried, 
And often tumed, as doubtful to proceed. 

The time was moming ; and the sim above 
The world was riding with bis kindred stars, 
Those old companions from the day when Love 
Divine first laimched their adamantine cars : 
Hope cheered my heart to mark the dawning bright, 
The season sweet, the creature's lively dress ; 
But soon a Lion met my startled sight, 
Whose f earful shape renewed my late distress. 
With towering head he stalked, and ravenous mien, 
Striding towards me, and seemed to shake the air ! 
Next carne a Female Wolf , that long hath been 
The curse of millions dwelling in despair. 
Meagre, but looking crammed with every lust, 
She caused such horror through my soul to creep 
That I began to f alter, and mistrust 
My power to win the summit of the steep. 
I f elt like one who, gladly gathering gain, 
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Unta some luckless time that brings him loss, 
Then, ali dìsheartened, sorely doth complain, — 
To see that restless beast my pathway cross. 
With every stride she drove me slowly back 
Down where no sun the stillness did illume ; 
But while I thus was f alling from my track, 
A form bef ore me glimmered through the gloom, 
Whom f aintly marking, as obscure he seemed 
In the long silence of that desert giade, 
" Whate'er thou art, oh pity me ! " I screamed, 
" Whether a livìng man, or but a shade." 

** No man," he answered : " once I was a man ; 
Mantua my Lombard parents called their home ; 
In Julius' reign, though late, my life began. 
And, under good Augustus, passed at Eome. 
In those false days, by lying gods o'errun, 
A Poet I, and sang of him who came 
From blazing Troy, Anchises' righteous son, 
When ali proud Hion melted in one flame. 
But thou, so rough a struggle why repeat? 
Why rather climb not this glad mountain-side, 
Of ali delight the source and happy seat ? " 
Whereto, with bashf ul f orehead, I replied : 

" Art thou that Virgil, then, the mighty spring 
Who pour'st of language that majestic stream ? 
O light and glory of the race who singi 



6 HELL. 

Lei it avaQ me that, with love extrone 
And zeal nnwearied, I have searched thy book : 
Thoa my clioice Aathor art, my Master thon ; 
Thon the sole f oontain whence my genins took 
The style whose grace gives laurei to my brow ! 
Behold yon monster in my road, whose rage 
Thrills through my veins nntìl my pulses quake ; 
Def end me from her, thon illustrious Sage ! " 
Whereat, observing how I wept, he spake : 

^ This savage wildemess if thon wonldst fly, 
For thee thy joumey lies a different way ; 
Since yonder brute, which wakes this piteons ciy, 
Permits no mortai on her path to stray, — 
Nay, every trespasser with death prevents ; 
So bad by nature, so accursed at core, 
Her greedy appetite she ne'er contents, 
But, after gorging, stili howls on for more. 
With many a beast already she hath lain. 
And shall with many another, leagued in lust, 
Till come the Greyhound, slaying her with pain ! 
He will not f eed on earthly dross and dust, 
But wisdom, love, and virtue : He shall dwell 
'Twixt the two Feltros ; comfort He shall spread 
0*er Latium's land for which Camilla fell, 
Tumus, Euryalus, and Nisus bled. 
'T is He shall worry her through every town, 
Till back to Hell, wheref rom she first arose, 
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(Envy's rank spawn), He shall have dragged ber 

down: 
There, for thy good, to lead thee I propose. 
Come, thou shalt f ollow me ; and I will be 
Through regions infinite aad dark % guide, 
Where thou shalt hear the desperate shrieks, and 

see 
Sonls who for ages have in anguish cried 
* Oh for that second death 1 ' — But happier some 
Shalt thou behold who dwell in flames content, 
Hoping at last amid the blest to come ; 
To whom wonldst thou hereafter make the ascent, 
Unto a spirit worthier far than I, 
At parting, I must render thee ; because 
He, the Great Potentate who reigns on high, 
Found me rebellious to His holy laws. 
He, through my guìdaoice, therefore, none a^ts 
To His pure Ciiy. He reigns everywhere ; 
But there His ihrone is, there He dweUs and sits. 
O happy, happy whom He chooses there I " 
Then I to him : " O Poet 1 I implore, 
Even by that God unknown to thee of old, 
So may I shun this misery and more, 
(Whatever worse remaineth to be told), 
That thou wilt bring me to the mentioned place, 
Where I may look upon Saint Peter's gate. 
First having viewed the woes of that sad race." 
Then he moved on, and I behind him straight. 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 

Day was departdng, and the dusky light 

Freed earthly creatures from their labor's load : 

I alone gìrt me io sustain the fight, 

(A strife no less with pity than my load), 

Which memory now shall paint in tmth's own hue : 

O Muse, O soaring genius, help me here ! 

O mmd, recording ali that met my view! 

Here must thy native nobleness appear. 

Thus I began : " O thou who art my Guide, 

Poet ! what strength my humble virtue hath 

Examine weU, before with steps untried 

My f eet be tnisted to that arduous path. 

Thou tell'st of Silvius, how his father went 

Among the immortals, animated stili 

With sense, in flesh comiptible stili pent, 

Such was His grace who hateth every ili ; 

But graeious Heaven weighed then the high result, 

Both who and what should spring from such a 

seed ! 
Nor to man's reason seems the cause occult, 
Since he was in the empyreal sphere decreed 
The future Father of benignant Bome, 
And of Rome's empire, which were pre-ordai^''*'' 
To be the holy seat and sacred home 



CANTO THE SECOND. 9 

Of him who sits where greater Peter reigned. 
That visit, famed by thee o'er ali the globe, 
Taught him the events wheref rom, in process, grew 
His conquest, and, in fine, the Papal robe. 
God's ' chosen vessel ' joumeyed heavenward too, 
To strengthen more that.faith wherein alone 
The primal steps of onr salvation lie ; 
But why to me were such indidgenee shown ? 
For no ^neas, no Saint Paul, am I. 
Small Ì8 my worth in mine as men's esteem ; 
Should I, so humble, so forlom and weak. 
Venture this gòing, 't would but f olly seem : 
Thou 'rt wise ; more wise to hear than I to speak." 
As one who wavers in his wish, by doubt 
Diseouraged wholly from his first design, 
Thus I, on Hell's dim coast, in thought wore out 
That eager spirit whioh before was mine. 

*'K I thy language rightly have conceived," 
Serenely answered that majestie Shade, 
'* Thy mind of manhood is through f ear bereaved, 
Which oft a mortai bosom will invade, 
That man from noble action, like a beast 
Starting at some false vision, is deterred ; 
From which poor cowardice be now released ! 
Mark wherefore I am come, what I have heard, 
When first for thee compassion touched my breast ; 
With those I dwelt who in suspense remain : 
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A Lady called me, beautiful and blesi, 
Wbom I besought ber mandates to explain. 
Brigbter ber eyes beamed tban the ruling star I 
And thus sbe spake, m accents mild and low, 
And tones ali music, as an angel's are : 

" * Know, gracious Mantuan, gentle spirit, know, 
Tbou wbose fame lives and sbaU, till motion end ! 
In tbe wild waste, opposed upon bis track, 
A friend of mine, yet ab ! not fortune's friend, 
Trembling witb terror, from bis way tums back ; 
And mucb I fear, by wbat in Heaven I beard, 
Tbat I to succor bim bave risen too late. 
So far from bis true patbway be bas erred. 
Tben bie tbee, Virgil, witb tby pbrase ornate, 
And witb wbat else bis rescue may require ; 
By belping bim, give comfort unto me : 
For I am Beatrice wbo tbus desire, 
And come from wbere again I fain would be. 
Love called me bitber, and I speak from Love : 
Full of t tby praise I will enforce on bigb, 
Wben I sbaU stand before my Lord above.' 

"Tbe virgin ceased, and tbus responded I: 
' O soul of goodness ! wbicb alone mankind 
Exalts above ali beings of tbe spbere, 
Wbose beavenly orbit is tbe most confìned, 
Lady 1 tby sweet commandment cbarms mine ear 
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that, already were thy wish obeyed, 
my desire such readiness were slow ; 
ut teli me why, from that large kingdom strayed, 
*irhy longed-for home, thou yentarest here below.' 

••' ' Deeply thou questionest; briefly, then/ she said, 
* I will inf orm thee why, without alarm, 
I wander hither : nothìng is to dread, 
Except those things that work a brother's harm. 
Such things alone are to be f eared ; and such 
Have I been f ashioned by the grace of God 
That me thy misery hath no power to touch, — 
No, nor the flames of this austere abode. 
In heaven, one gentle moumer so laments 
The sore distress I send thee to relieve, 
That in his rigor Justice half relents ; 
From her did Lucia this command receive : 
" Now needs thy f aithful one thy service : go ! 
To thy sole care his fortime I confide." 
Then Lucia, crueliy's most Constant f oe, 
Carne where I sat by ancient Eachel's side. 
*' Why, Beatrice, true praise of God I " she said, 
" Dost thou not speed thee to befriend thine own, 
Who for thy love the vulgar crowd hath fled? 
Hearest thou not the misery of his moan ? 
Seest thou the death wherewith he now must cope 
By that dark stream whose waves like ocean's 
toss ? " 
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Never did worldling fly so swift, in hope 

Of making profit, or in f ear of loss, 

As I, thus. hearing her mine office teaeli, 

Left my blest seat, and hither hastening carne, 

Putting my trust in thy majestic speech, 

WMch honors thee, and gives thy pupils fame/ 

" After thus argning, she tumed away 

Those radiant eyes which piteous drops did fili : 

This gave me speed ; and thus, without delay, 

I carne to thee, obedient to her will. 

'Twas I who saved thee from the She-Wolfs 

wrath, 
Which o'er that fair moimt hindered so thy road ; 
What now ? What makes thee f alter in thy path ? 
Why should thy heart so timidly f orebode ? 
Why art not fearless, resolute, and free, 
Since three such beings beautiful and blest, 
Even in the courts of Heaven, watch over thee. 
And so much good my promise hath exprest ? " 

As flowerets, by the frosiy breath of night 
Shut up and drooping, soon as daylight glows 
Spring on their stems ali open and upright, 
Even so my wearied courage freshly rose ; 
And such gay spirits coursed my bosom through 
That now, enf ranchised, I was bold to say : 
" O pitying soul to my relief that flew 1 
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^And gracious thou so quickly to obey ! 

^The truth alone that gentle angel spake 

In her kmd words, and thou no less with thine 

Dost in my bosom such desire awake 

That gladly I renew my first design, 

Then, since one wish conduets us both, lead on I 

Thou art my Lord, my Master, and my Gtiide." 

Thus I addressed the shadow, and anon 

Through the steep woody way began to glide. 
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Through me you reach the City ofDespair: 
Through me eternai wretchedness yefivd : 
Through me among perdition^s tribe yefare: 
Justice inspired my lofty founder s mind: 
Power ^ love^ and wisdom^ heavenly^first^ most highj 
Created me. Before me naught had been 
Save things eternai^ and eterne am I : 
Leave here ali hope^ ye who enter in 1 

These words upon the gateway, overhead, 

In blackest letters written, I diseemed. 

" Master, their sense is terrible," I saìd ; 

And thus to me the ready Sage retumed : 

*' Perish each coward thought I be firm, be bold : 

We've reached the place wherein, as told thou wast, 
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The miserable race thoa shalt behold, 
WIio of their ìntellect the good have lost.*' 
And therenpon my hand he took in his, 
With a glad look, fresh eoarage io bestow. 
And straight unf olded ali the mysteries, 
'Mid sighs, laments, and hoUow howls of woe, 
Which, lond resonndìng throngh the starless air, 
Forced tears of pity from mine eyes at first ; 
For divers tongues and horrid langnage there, 
With words of agony, wrath's frequent borst, 
Shrieks, and hoarse ontcries, with a noise of hands, 
Mingling forever, vex in tnmnlt strange. 
Ab when a whirlwind tosses round the sands, 
That air whose tints come from no season's ehange. 

And I, my head in stupid horror boimd, 
Said : " Master, teli me, what is this I hear ? 
What wretehed souls are these in angoish 

drowned ? ^ 
To which he answered : " This award severe 
On those unhappy spirits is bestowed, 
Of whom nor inf amy nor good was known, 
Joined with that wicked crew which, imto God 
Nor false nor faithful, served themselves alone. 
Ileaven drove them forth, Heaven's beauty not to 

stain; 
Nor will the deep Hell deign to have them there 
For any glory that the damned mìght gain.'* 
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'^^^ Master," I asked, " what torment do they bear ? 
'^hy of such sufFermg are such groans begot ? '* 
^'Briefly," said he, "to die they have no hope ; 
lEnvious they are of every other lot. 
In such a blind and grovelìng state they grope ; 
The world their hateful memory doth contemn ; 
Mercy herself would scom f or them to plead ; 
Justice disdains them. We 'U not speak of them : 
Give them a glance, one only, and proceed." 

Then I, stili gazing, saw a flag unf urled, 

Indignant, as it seemed, at any rest. 

So swiftly, as 't was bome along, it whirled ; 

And after it a countless legion pressed. 

Such multitudes I ne'er coidd have beh'eved 

By conquering death had ever low been laid ; 

And some I recognized, for I pereeived 

Him who through fear that great refusai made. 

At once I imderstood their kind, and knew 

That God himself , and those with God at strife, 

Alike despised that execrable crew, 

Dead souls, which, even when living, had no lif e. 

Naked they were, and stung f rom toe to crown 

By wasps and homets buzzing round them thick ; 

From their scarred faees to their feet streamed 

down 
Tears, mixed with blood, which loathsome worms 

dìd Uck. 



^^ "Vex 



Now, gazìng farther stili, I could discem 

A crowd npon a river'a ampie shore : 

" Who are thoae, Master ? what, I f ain wouU lei 

Makea them appear tlius anxioas to pass o'e 

Yet through the gloom their forma I scarce < 

trace." 
" These things," he answered, " thou sliaJt 1 

anoD, 
Soon as we slack awhìle our painfitl pace, 
On the sad marge o£ ancient Aeheron," 
Then, fearing lest too freely I had apoke 
What to my Guide importunate might seem, 
I bent mine ejea, abashed, nor silence broke, 
Untìl we reached the border oi the atream. 

And toward uà, in a veaael, rowìng, lo ! 

An agèd hoary man, with hair anow-whlte. 

Carne erying : " Woe to ye, bad spirita, woe 1 

Never hope ye to enjoy Heaven'a blessed sigkt. 

I come to bear ye to the other bank ; 

In darkness infinite, in heat, in cold : 

But tkon, vho stili doat with the living rank, 

Begone I nor mjngle with the dead ao bold." 

Tben, eeeing that obedience I declined : 

" Some other way approach the straud ! " qootb he : 

" You pass not bere ; another ferry find ; 

Some leas o'erladen bark must carry thee I " 

" Vm not thyself, O Charon ! Thus 't Ì8 willsd ', 
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Where what ìs willed is done ; demand no more : " 
My Leader thus the shaggy helmsman stilled, ' 
Who pilots ali that livid marìsh o'er. 
Kound his red eyes roUed wheels of living flame ; 
But those tired ghosts, quìvering like naked birds, 
Their teeth ali chattering, paler stili became, 
Soon as they caught the mexorable words. 
Then God Almighty they blasphemed, and those 
From whom they sprung, their parents and their 

kin, 
The human race, the seed wherefrom they rose, 
The hour and place they were engendered in. 

So, as ali must who f ear not God, the shoal 
Withdrew, loud bowling, toward that sinf ul shore ; 
Fiend Charon, with his eyes of bummg coal, 
Beckoning them, beats each laggard with his oar, 
And gathers them together as they drop, 
Like leaves in autumn f alling thickly round, 
Each after each, till every towering top 
Yields ali its yellow vesture to the ground : 
Even, in like manner, Adam's seed impure 
Throw frpm the brink their figures, one by one, 
At gìven signs, as birds obey the Iure, 
Then glide together o'er the waters dun. 
And, ere they bave departed, draweth nigh 
Another spectral army to the strand. 
*' Son I " said my gracious Master, " ali who die 
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In their God'e wrath meet here fróm everyland. 
Juatice divine stilla goads tlieni onward ho 
That every f ear becomes desire at last ; 
And o'er the flood riglit williugly they go : 
^y '^o good spirit ever is it passed. 
TLerefore did Charon of tliyself complaìn ; 
And what he meautthou comprehendest now." 

He ceased. The gloomy re^on ehook amain ! 
Stili its mere memory bathes with sweat my brow 
Rumbled that land o£ tears with moaniiig wind ; 
A light, vermìlìon-coloied, flashed f rom Hell ; 
And whoUy vanquishing my palsied mind, 
Even as a man whom eleep o'ertakes, I fell. 
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Mt brain'a deep sleep was broken by a stroke 
Of jarring thunder, so that roiised upnght, 
Like one by sudden violence awoke, 
With cyes refreshed, I rolled around my eight 
And fixedly I gazed, the place to know 
Wherein I found me : o'er the brink I hung 
Of the dread valley of the abysa of woe, 
Whcnce gathered groans in ceaseless thiindeisl 

rung, 
Dark, fathomlees, it yawned ; cloada o'er it cnrled 
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>wn in ita depths I pored, bnt nanght discemed. 
-X)escend we now to yonder rayless world,'' 

le Poet said, and deadly pale he tnmed ; 
Ifint be thon second ; I will go the first. *' 
^^Tiereto I answeied, noting his changed hue, 
^ ^ Art thon dismayed who stili my strength hast 

nnrst? 
^[*]ien how shall I this jonmey dare pnrsne ? ^ 
llien he to me : ^ The angnish that yon hear 
Of those who moan below there makes my &oe 
^allid with pity ; never think I f ear ! 
Bot come; onr long road chides this lingeiìng 
pace." 

Herewith he enteied, and oonveyed me in 
To the fijrst circle of the pit prof onnd, 
WThere nanght distinet I heard, -bnt one low din 
Of sighs that shook the eternai breeze around : 
Sighs bom of mental, npt of corporal throes, 
'Mid conntless erowds of women, babes, and men. 
" Inquir^st not,** said my ^Master, " who are those. 
The spirits yonder, now within thy ken ? 
Ere thon proceed, this to thy knowledge add : 
No sinners they ; if so far they bave meed, 
'T is not enongh, since they no baptism had ; 
This doctrine being portion of thy ereed. 
Christ's coming, too, since they were bom before, 
(And numbered with such hapless ones am I) 
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They could but ignorantly God odore, 
For which deficiency alone we die ; 
Punished thus far, that in desire we dwell, 
Ceaseless desire where hope hath never birth.*' 
I grieved to bear him, for I knew right well 
Hung in tbat Limbo many a soni of wortb. 
" Teli me, my Master, teli me. Sire," I said, 
^' To assure tbat f aitb wbicb sets ali doubt at rest, 
By his own inerite, or another's sped, 
Went any ever bence to join tbe blest ? " 
Tben be, wbo well my inmost meaning knew, 
Answered : " Herein I bad not long been bound, 
Wben an All-puissant One I saw marcb tbrougb, 
Witb victory's radiant sign trimnpbal crowned. 
He led from us our Fatber Adam's sbade ; 
Abel, and Noab wbom God loved tbe most ; 
Lawgiving Moses wbo tbat law obeyed ; 
Abra'am tbe patriareb ; royal David's gbost ; 
Israel, bis fatber and bis sons ; and ber 
Wbom Israel served for f aitbf ully and long, 
Kaebel, witb more, to bliss did be transfer : 
No souls were saved before tbis cbosen tbrong." 

During tbese words our pace we did not slack, 

But passed tbe forest (forest, let me say). 

So tbickly swarmed tbe spirits round our traek. 

Nor bad we far descended on our way, 

Wben, tbrougb tbe gloom of tbat black bemispbere. 
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light I noticed which the darkness quelled, 
-And partly saw, though stili not very near, 
-A race of dignity that region held. 
^* Thou who ali knowledge honor'st, and ali arti 
"What souls are those who seem thus glorified, 
That f rom the others they are set apart ? " 
••* Their names," he said, "are sounded far and 

Wide; 
Some grace Heaven grants them, for thy worid's 

esteem." 
So speakìng, f eli a voice upon mine ear : 
*' Honor and glory to the Bard supreme I 
Whose shade, which left us lately, now draws 

near." 
Then, as this voice grew quiet, and was hushed, 
Four mighty shades I saw advancing dim ; 
No sorrow paled their cheeks nor gladness flushed. 
" Look ! " my good Master said : " take note of 

him, 
The first, who bears a sword, and chief is reckoned. 
T is Homer, of ali bards the sovereign classed ; 
Horace the satirist, he comes the second ; 
The third is Ovid ; Lucan is the last. 
Since ali their voices, mingling thus in one, 
Give me a title which alike we share, 
They do me honor, and 't is nobly done." 
Thus the whole school I saw assembled fair 
Of him, song's loftiest lord, that o'er the rest 
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Soars like an eagle ; they conf erred awhile, 

Then, me saluting, much good-will exprest, 

Whereat my Master blandly deigned to smile. 

Nay, honor they devised for me stili higher, 

In bidding me with their sage tlirong unite, 

So I was sixth amid that learned choir ; 

And on we moved, stili traveling toward the light. 

Speaking of things best unsaid in my rhymes, 

Though there becoming, we pursued our road 

Toward a proud eastle, walled about seven times ; 

Bound which, a fair defense, a streamlet flowed. 

O'er this we passed, as it had solid been, 

And through seven gates, with our companions 

wise, 
Entered a meadow f resh with living green, 
Where dwelt a race with grave, majestic eyes. 
Authority was writ in every face ; 
Sweetly they spake, but seldom : we withdrew 
Into an open luminous high place, 
So that the^whole were facile to my view. 

Straight was I shown, on that enameled mead, 
Those mighty spirits whom the world commends, 
Whom to have looked on makes me proud in- 

deed : 
I saw Electra circled with her friends ; 
Hector I marked ; ^neas 'mid the ring ; 
Cassar, ali armed, and like a hawk fierce-eyed ; 
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Penthesiléa, with Camilla ; King 

Latinus resting by Lavinia's side ; 

Brutus I saw, who Tarqmn's tribe expelled; 

Cornelia, Marcia, Julia, chaste Lucrece ; 

There Saladin sequestered I beheld ; 

Then, looking up, that master sage of Greece, 

The Stagirite, who sat all-honored there 

Girt with his philosophic household band ; 

Plato I saw, and Socrates : this pair 

Bef ore their f ellows, next the leader stand ; 

Thales I saw, and Zeno at a glance, 

With Anaxagoras ; Diogenes ; 

Democritus, who lays the world to chance ; 

Heraclitus; Orpheus; Dioscorides, 

Good herbalist that was ; Empedocles ; 

Seneca, Livy, Tully, matchless men ! 

Earth-measuring Euclid ; Ptolemy ; by these 

Galen, Hippocrates, and Avicen ; 

Averroes, that commentator vast — 

But ah ! of ali I cannot duly speak. 

So by ijay subject is my power surpassed 

Whate'er I teli, compared with truth, is weak. 

We six companions here in twain divide ; 
From that stili air to one with tempests shook 
I came, conducted by my sapient Guide ; 
A gloomier part, by every beam forsook. 
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CANTO THE FIFTH. 

From that first circle partìng thus, I went 
Down to the next, which girds a lesser space, 
Yet where worse pains the howling souls torment : 
There Minos, grinning, stands with hìdeous face, 
And scans the offenses of each comer-in. 
When the bad soni its guìlt hath fully told. 
He knows its place, and judgeth every sin, 
As in strange wise his f orm he doth inf old ; 
How many ranks, according to their crimes, 
Each must descend, he noteth with his tail, 
Winding it round his loins so many times : 
Numbers before him always wait and wail. 
By tums they come to judgment and confess. 
And hear their doom, then down are hurried 

straight. 
" O thou, who seek'st this mansion of distress," 
Cried Minos, pausing in his work of fate, 
" Beware ! beware in whom thou wouldst confide ; 
Take heed of entering ; trust not this broad way ! " 
" Wherefore this empty clamor ? " said my Guide : 
" His destined passage dare not thou to stay ! 
Vex thee not, Minos ; even thus 't is willed 
Where what is willed is done. Demand no more ! " 
Now were mine ears with notes of anguish thrilled, 
Now countless lamentations pierced me sore. 
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reached a spot with scarce a glìmmer blest, 

roared like ocean tom by warring storms : 
he inf emal blast, which never knoweth rest, 

f urious wreck whirls on the shadowy forms, 
riving and madly dashing them along ; 

, wben destruction's very brink they reach, 
en shriek, then scream and yell the frantìc 
ihrong, 
Heaven's High Sìng blaspheme with horrid 
speechl 



Such pangs, I f onnd, those carnai sinners feel 
A^Tho to low impulses their reason bowed ; 
And like as starlings in the winter wheel 
Their airy flight, a large, wide-wavering crowd, 
So that fierce gust these erring spirita blows 
This way and that way, up and down the cope ; 
Nor can they find, I say not of repose, 
But of diminished pain, one moment's hope. 
Or like as cranes, a melancholy swarm, 
Go moaning through the air in one long trail. 
So I beheld, before the pelting storm, 
Those ghosts, f ast-flying with incessant wail. 

" Master," I asked, " what wretched race is that, 
Scourged in this murky air to such extreme ? " 
" The foremost of them," he replied, "once sat 
Empress o'er many-languaged lands supreme. 
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In luat she grew so boundleas aiid so free 

That, liaply so to vindicate ber sliame, 

She rendered lewdness lawful by decree : 

Semiramis that is, well knomi to fame. 

The land the Sultan swajs she ruled in pride, 

To Ninus the successor and the Bpouse. 

The other is the amorous suicide, 

Who to her dead SicLeua brake her vows." 

VoluptuoiiB Cleopatra next I saw ; 

HeleD, the guilty cause of woes so vast. 

Oh great Achillea next I looked with a 

Who fought with love eternai to the last. 

Paria and Triatan then, aud many more, 

More thau a thousand shadows as they flew, 

He pointed out to me, and named them o'er, 

On earth whom Love's unhallowed passioa slew. i 

When I had heard my Teacher cali by name 

These knights and ladies of the olden tinie, 

My wìldered soni compassion quite o'ercame, 

And I began : " Great Builder of the rhynie ! 

Fain wouid I speak with yonder pair who glide 

Togrther, light before this wUrlwind home." 

"Watch them until they 're nearer," he replied; 

" Then, by that love which leads them here to 

inoum, 
Beseech them they will come." W liereat I did 
Invohe them, when the gale had blown tliero 
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troubled spirits I come, unless f orbid 
some High Power, your story let us hear ! " 



1 wandering doves, bomid homeward through the 
sky, 
^^-^^Jled by desire, with wings wide-open thrown, 
^^'tieadily toward their pleasant dwellings fly, 
^^ J)ed ever onward by their wish alone ; 
^^o, from the troop where Dido ranks, they sailed 
^I^oward me, through that dim atmosphere malign, 
[y passionate entreaty so prevailed. 



•'•' O breathing being, gracious and benign, 
-^o com'st l visit tWgh this lurid a^ 
XITb, whose heart's blood hath stained the world 

above ! 
T?o Him who rules the universe our prayer 
Sliould rise for thy soul's peace had we His love ; 
-Ajid, since thou pitiest thus our ill-starred fate, 
Xiisten, or speak ; for, whatsoe'er ye will, 
^Vfe will as f reely hear of as relate, 
Whìle this dread blast is for the moment stili. 

*'My native city stands upon the shore 
Where Po descends in Adria's peace to rest, 
Raging with ali his rivulets no more. 
Love, quick to kindle every gentler trea^t, 
Fired this f ond being with the beauteous shape 
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Bereft me so, (I shudder at the wayl) 
Love, who permits no loved one to escape. 
Me too subduing, charmed with equal sway ; 
Even bere tbou seest tbe rapture batb not died : 
And Love led botb of us to one f eli deatb, 
But Cain's own pangs our murderer must bidè." 
These broken words came wafted on their breath. 

Listening these injured souls, I hmig my head. 
"What dost thou think?" inquired the Bard. 

" Alas ! 
What tender thoughts, how strong a wish," I said, 
" Brought those two lovers to thebr woefiil pass ! " 
Then, tuming round to them, I thus began : 
" Francesca ! tears must overflow mine eyes : 
My pitying soul thy martyr-throes unman ; 
But teli me, in the time of happy sighs, 
Your vague desires how gave Love utterance first ? " 
And she to me : " The mightiest of ali woes 
Is, in the midst of misery, to be cursed 
With bliss remembered ; this thy teacher knows. 
Yet, wouldst thou leam our passion's root and head, 
As one may speak whose eyes with tears are dim. 
So will I speak. Together once we read 
The tale of Lancilot, how love seized him ! 
Alone we were, without suspecting aught : 
Oft in perusal changed our cheeks their bue. 
And oft our eyes each othcr's glances caught : 
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£ut one sole passage 't was that both o'erthrew. 
At reading of the longed-f or smUe to be 
By such a lover's kissing so mueli blest, 
This dearest, (never shalt thou part f rom me I ) 
His lips to mine, to mine, ali trembling, pressed. 
The writer was our Galeot, with his book : 
That day we read no farther on." She stopped ; 
Meanwhile he moaned so mueh, compassion took 
My senso away, and like a corse I dropped. 
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Mt mind retnming, which had been so drowned 
In pity, listening to that kindred pair, 
Wildered with grief , I mark, on gazing round, 
New pangs, new victims writhing everywhere, 
Where'er I move, where'er mine eye explores 
The peopled gloom, where'er I tum again ; 
For the third cirele now I reach, where pours 
One heavy, enrsèd, cold, relentless rain. 
Thick muddy water, snow and hailstones coarse 
That rayless atmosphere eternai drench ; 
Ceaseless the flood, unchanged in kind or force : 
The land it soaks is putrid with one stench. 
Fell monster Cerberus with hideons clack 
Barks at the sinners from his triple jaws ; 
Red eyes he hath ; a beard bedaubed and black ; 
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A stomach turgid ; armed wìth f angs his paws. 
'T is his the unholy crew to tear and rend 
Whose yells are like the howlings of a hound 
In that mad storm ; and of ten, to def end 
One with the other side, they tum them round. 
When Cerberus, that serpent's offspring grim, 
Spied US, his mouths he opened, and exposed 
His jaggy tusks, quiveriiig in every limb. 
Hereat my Guide stooped down, with hands un- 

closed, 
And filled them with a portion of the mire 
Whieh down those ravenous throats he straightway 

cast. 
As bays a greedy dog with fierce desire, 
But quiet grows, mumbling the snatched repast 
For which alone his hunger fights and strains ; 
Even so were hushed those ugly gullets three 
Of devilish Cerberus, whose howl so pains 
The dizzy ghosts that deaf they long to be. 

We walked o'er shadows by the bitter sleet 
Battered and crushed ; and on their empty f orms, 
Which seemed corporeal, trod with trembling f eet, 
As on the ground they lay in huddling swarms. 
Ali saving one, which started up and said, 
As on we strode past that poor sitting ghost : 
" O thou who through this horrid Hell art led ! 
Speak ; recognize me, if my face thou know'st : 




CANTO THE SIXTH. 31 

^:fore I died, full surely thou wert bom." 
^3aply," said I, " thy tortures bere erase 
"^^ll recoUection of that look forlom : 
^vU now, methinks I never saw thy face. 
~^ell, then : who art thou, in this region dun, 
^ìiut up 'mid such foul agonies to pine ? 
^reater there may be ; more disgusting, none." 
Said he : " Thy native city once was mine : 
Within those walls, which with an envious crew 
Like a heaped sack run o'er, my sweet life passed. 
Ciacco, my townsmen ! I was called by you :• 
Through gluttony's damned sin I fell at last. 
Thence am I thus by this fierce tempest bruised, 
No single sufferer : ali this wretched herd, 
My brother-ghosts, are thus severely used 

For a like fault." He ended with this word. 

* 

" Ciacco," said I, " thy miserable fate 

Tempts me to tears, and weighs my manhood 

down ; 
But teli me, if thou know'st, what griefs await 
The citizens of that divided town. 
Dwells any just one there ? Inform me why 
T is thus o'erwhelmed in discord's raging flood." 
"After long contests," — this was bis reply, — 
" The opposing sides shall come at last to blood. 
The rustie f action shall in fury drive 
The other out, but soon itself must bow : 
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Within tliree suns tHat other shall revive, 
Strong in hìs aìd who comes, a neutral now. 
Long time a lofty pori ìt shall sustain, 
Makìng its foes beneath harsh burdens groan, 
Howe'er they cliafe and fret themselves in vain : 
Just persons two there are, unheard, unknown. 
Envy, and pride, and avarice, these three 
Pemicious sparks have set ali hearts on fire." 
He ended, speaking in this moumful key. 
" Say on ! " I cried : " grant further my desile. 
Tegghiaio, Farinata, both conf essed 
Such worthy men ; Arrigo, Mosca too ; 
Jacopo Rusticucci, with the rest 
Who bent their talents virtuous deeds to do ; 
Fain would I greet them : teli me if they dwell 
(An eamest longing thrills my soni to know) 
Soothed by Heaven's airs, or poisoned in this 

Hell?" 
Said he: "With blacker souls they 're snnk be- 

low, 
For different faults down toward the bottom 

hurled: 
If thou descend, their spirits thou mayst see. 
Oh, when once more thou walk'st the pleasant 

world, 
Then I implore thee to remember me ! 
I say no more, nor farther give reply." 
He hung his head, and tumed his face away. 
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bcanned me a little wìth a sidelong eye, 

Fell 'mid those groping ghosts, and groveling lay. 

Here spake my Guide : ^^ Nothing shall rouse him 

now, 
Till, when the angelic trump shall rend earth's 

womb, 
Their Mighiy Foe shall come with radiant brow : 
Then each again must find his dismal tomb ; 
Then each his flesh and figure shall regain, 
To hear the pealing of the eternai doom." 
So with slow footsteps, 'mid the noisome rain, 
Mixed up with shades, we struggled through the 

gloom. 

And touching slightly on the future state, 
"Master," said I, " the pangs which these abide 
After the Judgment, will they be as great, 
Or less or worse ? " " Return thee," he replied, 
** To thy philosophy, which teaches this : 
As grows a thing more perf ect, even so 
Its sense grows keener, both of pain and bliss. 
Ne'er can these wretches true perf ection know ; 
Yet must they look to be more perfect then." 
With this, and more which I forbear, we wound 
About that road until it sloped again : 
Here Plutus, that arch-enemy, we f ound. 
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" Satan ! more Popes : ho ! Satan, Primate, liere ! 
Plutus began wìtli accent harsli and hoarse ; 
Whereat the omnìscient Sage, my soul to cheer, 
Said : " Fear net thou, nor f alter in thy conrse. 
Thy destined passage down this eraggy path 
He shall not hinder; vain is ali his might." 
Then tmiiing to those lips that swelled with wrathr 
" Silence, curst wolf I " he cried ; " keep down thy 

spite; 
On thine own entrails let thy fury f eed. 
Not without warrant are these depths explored : 
'Tis willed on high, where Heaven's adulterous 

breed, 
Proud rebels ! fell by Michaers vengeful sword.'* 
As well-filled sails, which in the tempest swell. 
Drop, with folds flapping, if the mast be rent, 
So to the earth that cruel monster fell, 
And straightway down to Hell's fourth pit we 

went. 

Now deeper yet we pierced that dolef ul coast 
Earth's universal evil which contains : 
Justiee of God ! who heapest such a host 
As there I witnessed of new throes and pains, 
Why of our crime such scourges do we make ? 
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ince not the leaping waves which upward spout 
'er wild Charybdis, when they clash and break, 
an this damned crew, more madly whirl about. 
òr bere I marked a stili more numerous flock, 
With shrieks and tugging breasts, f rom side to side 
TRolling hnge weights whicb struck with violent 

shock: 
Then, tuming round, they rolled them back, and 

cried, 
In mutuai censure : " Why so dose to keep ? " 
-And " Why so eager ye to throw away ? " 
Then, toward the point opposed, I saw them 

sweep, 
On either band, to meet in f resh affray. 
'Il'hus chanting ever their reproachf ul song, 
iTiereby upbraiding stili each other's fault, 
IBack through their dismal round, the toiling 

throng 
Xiike tilters carne, renewing the assault. 
Heart-stung with grief , I said : " O Master mine ! 
"What race is this ? and those on our lef t band, 
With sbaven crowns, the sacerdotal sign, — 
Selonged they to the clergy's holy band ? " 
" Ali these," he answered, " had their mental sight 
So far distorted in lif e's former scene, 
They never used their worldly wealth aright ; 
And this is plainly what these outcries mean, 
As, doomed for different sins toward either boum 
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Of this sad round, they diversely advance. 
There, 'mid yon clergy, with their tresses shorn, 
Popes lead with Cardinals the eternai dance : 
Avarice o'er these once held sole masterdom." 
*'*' Teacher," said I, ^^amid that restless herd, 
Surely acqnainted I should be with some, 
Who to my knowledge once so foully erred." 
^^ Vain thought ! " he answered ; ^^ since the dark 

disgrace 
Of their iCnt and ignominious life, 
Their f orms f rom ali remembrance doth efface. 
Here aye they clash in this perpetuai strif e : 
Those with clipped locks, and these with fists shut 

dose, 
Shall quit their sepulchres ; f or ali were thmst 
Either by avarice or profusion gross 
From the fair world to encounter in this joust. 
I will not smooth it o^er with phrases bland. 
Now mayst behold, my son, how brief a bubble 
Are those vain goods, consigned to fortune's hand, 
For which thy race f ret out their hearts with 

trouble ; 
Since ali the gold that undemeath the moon 
Was ever dug, or in the mine yet glows, 
Could not procure one weary soul the boon. 
The blessed pittance, of an hour's repose." 

*^ O Master mine ! stili more I would be told ; 
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J-7Ms f OTtmie wliofm tlioa mention'st, niiat is die, 
"^^^o seems ali rìches in her chitch to licdd? " 
*^ Poor creatares ! '^ he exdamied, "* how Uind are 

yel 
iThrough what ezeesB of ignoranoe ye fall ! 
A^ould ye mi^it leam troni thìs dùocRirse of oms, 
niiat He whose wìsdom, so transoending ali, 
C3rave to the heavens he framed presidìiig power», 
IFhat sphere to sphere might each responsive ahine, 
^And e veiy pari wìth eqnal ladianoe heam. 
So to earth^'s gloriea also did assign 
One general gnide and guaidian power suprem e ! 
She in due tnm wealth's empty dower translate» 
f rem race to race, from blood to blood, mi- 

cheeked; 
Henoe come the glory and decaj of statea, 
Obeying ali a power whom none snspect; 
YoT like a serpent in the grass ooncealed, 
While mortai wisdom 'gainst her figfats in vain, 
She, even as other gods their sceptres wìeid, 
Dispoees, gnides, and n^nlates her reign. 
Ko trace to her nmtations is allowed ; 
Necessity oompels her to move fast, 
So thick the claimants on her bonnty erowd ; 
She 't is at whom sneh mangling terms are cast ; 
Even those who most shonld praise, bhispheme her 

most; 
Bnt her their cnrses little can annoy. 
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For blest is she, and wikk ber f eDowJiost, 
The fiist-created, fills ber sphere in joT. 
Now to more piteofos toiments we 71 descend ; 
Since ereiT star wliieli showed its rìsing ra j, 
Wlien first I sped thy joomeT to befrìend, 
Is sinking &ist, and chides onr long delaj.'* 

The eirele traTersing, its brìnk ire gained. 
Just o'er a filtby f onnt of pnrplish bue ; 
This, boiling over, by a ditcb was drained 
Wbicb the dark water bardly stniggled tbrongb. 
Entering anotber way witb tbat sad rill 
Wbose inkj dribblings down beside ns crept, 
We stili accompanied its course, nntìl 
In tbat morass wbose name is Stjx tbey slept. 
Here, at tbe scowling preeipìee''s base, 
I stopped, intently gazing, and bebeld, 
Flnnged in that bog, a smeared but naked race, 
Witb wratbful eyes, and veins witb anger swelled. 
Tbese not witb bands alone eaeb otber beat, 
But beadlong rosbed, butting and striking sore ; 
Met breast to breast, and f ought witb furious feet ; 
Yea, piecemeal witb tbeir teetb eaeb otber tore. 

" Bebold ! my son/' my gentle Master said, 
" The sools of tbose whom anger overtbrew ; 
And oh, believe me ! in the loathsome bed 
Of tbis rank fen are myriads hid from view. 
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IHiey sigh below, and by their sighing stir 
The surface, bubbling as you see, around. 
Tixed in the slime they murmur : ' Sad we were 
Un the glad air, and on the sunshine f rowned ; 
Stili in our blood a sullen vapor floats, 
Sad in this dreggy bottom we remain.' 
This dolef ul chant they gurgle in their throats, 
Too choked with mire distinctly to complain." 

Thns, a great circuit making 'twixt the mud 
And the dry bank, we re-assumed our pace, 
Grazing on those who swilled the nauseous flood : 
At length we stopped beside a turret's base. 
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Besuming my suspended strain, I say, 

Ere to the f oot of that high tower we came, 

Up roved our eyes its summit to survey, 

Gaught by a signal f rom a doublé flame. 

Afar, another answering beacon bumed 

Dimly and distant, almost out of sight. 

Unto that Sea of knowledge then I tumed, 

And questioned him: "What means this lofty 

light ? 
And who may those who fire yon cresset be ? " 
** Yonder," said Virgil, " on the slimy bog, 
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What ìs about to happen thou shalt see, 
Unless the fen oonoeal ìt with its fog." 

Never an arrow bounded f rom a string, 

Whizzing so Kghtly througli the upper air, 

As I beheld a bark, a little thing, 

Cleave the thick elouded flood, and toward us bear. 

A single pilot steered it o'er the wave, 

Who cried : " Art come, dark spirit and ab- 

horred ? " 
" Phlegyas ! Phlegyas ! vainly dost thou rave ; 
Bootless, this time, thy clamor," said my Lord ; 
" We are thine only while thou row'st across," 
Like one who inly grumbleth, when he hears 
Of some foul fraud whereby he suffereth loss, 
Grim Phlegyas in his gathering rage appears. 
Then with my Guide I stepped aboard the bark, 
Which, tiU my entering, seemed devoid of weight : 
Soon as I trod that vessel old and dark. 
The prow cut deeper with the unwonted freight. 

As thus we ploughed through that dead sea of slime, 
One rose before me, ali begrimed with day, 
Growling : " Who 'rt thou, who com'st before thy 

thne?" 
" To come," I answered him, " is not to stay. 
But who art thou, so hideous in thy pain ? " 
" You see," he muttered, " I am one who moum.'' 
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^••Curst spiriti" I answered, "in thy pangs re- 

main; 
m know thee, even thns filthy and forlom." 
^ Crainst US both hands he lifted, with a frown ; 
"\Vary of whicli, the Master thmst him back, 
CJrying : " Detested dog ! down with thee, down ! 
CjTO, beasdy wretch, and join thy fellow-pack." 
"IThen round abont my neck his arms he threw, 
^And kissed me, saying : " Thon indignant soni, 
IBlessèd within whose womb thy bnrden grew ! 
On earth, his arrogance brooked no control ; 
INo gleam of goodness to his memory clings; 
Thence raves he thns forever, mad with wrath: 
And oh, what nnmbers now are mighty kings, 
Who bere, like swine, mnst wallow in this baih ! 
What execration shall their memories wake ! " 
"Master," saìd I, "my wish 'twould mainly 

please, 
Before we disembark from this black lake, 
To see him, welfcering, pfamged beneath its lees.'' 

He thns rejoined : " Before we come mnch nighcr 

To yonder shore, which is not yet in sight, 

Thon shalt enjoy the full of thy desire. 

And witness what will give thy soni delight." 

So, shortly, I beheld that loathsome race 

On the foni ghost with horrid fnry fall ; 

For which my thanks I render to God's grace. 
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" Philip Alanti ! at him ! each and ali ! " 
Tliìs waa their ciy ; the frantic Morentine 
"With Lia own teeth his limbs in angiiisli tore, 
Ilelplessly raging 'gainst his foea obscene. 
We lef t the miscreant here : of him no more. 

Now lamentations loud my hearing stun ; 

Forward I aend mine unimpeded eye, 

While thu3 my graeious Master : " Now, my b 

To the dark walls of Dis we 're drawing nig 

There the sad residents by myrìads grieve." 

" O Master nùne 1 ita minarets and apirea 

Plain from yon volley, peering, I perceive, 

VermiUoned o'er, aa rising out of fires." 

"Ab thou deacriest," he answered, " they are dyed 

By inward firea, in this low Hell unquenehed." 

So up tlie ditchea we began to glide, 

Which tbat dUconsolate domain intrenched. ^^ 

The diamal town meseemed waa iron-walled : 
A great way round we stmggled through the acuiu, 
Until arrived where loud the helmsman bawled : 
'* Out with ye ! to the entrance ye are come." 
Then I beheld towaid thoae dark poi'tals drive 
More than a thousand hui'led from heaven, 

said 
In angry tonee, " Who 'a thia that stili alive 
Invades the gloomy kingdom of the dead ? *' 
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Here my s^e Master those proud spirits becked, 
That privately with them he f ain would talk ; 
Wliereat, their contumely sKghtly checked, 
They said : " WaJk hither, then, but singly walk. 
Let hìm so rashly ventiiring to this reign 
By hìs own wìt retrace hìs f oolish road : 
Ay, let him tiy ! thou only shalt remain 
Who guard'st him through this terrible abode." 
Think, reader, how I shuddered, as I heard 
The siirly speech of that accursèd crew ; 
Foreboding sadly from each bitter word 
That nevermore the sunlight I shóuld view. 
O my dear Guide I whose Idndly hand," I said, 
Through perils infinite and foes imknown, 
More than seven times my f altering f eet has led, 
Lieave me not now ali helpless and alone ! 
Sinee further progress is to us denied, 
Together quickly let ns travel back." 
Whereat my Leader and my Lord replied : 
**Fear not: our destined course no power can 

slack; 
'T is not f or them to stop what Heaven ordains ; 
Abide thou here, while I to greet them go. 
Cheer up ! let hope invigorate thy veins : 
I '11 not desert thee in this world below." % 

The gentle Father leaves me here behind, 
To speak withthem, while I remain in doubt 
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With no and yes oontendìng in my mìnd ; 

Nor oould I hear what they conf erred about : 

But with oar f oes he did not long debate, 

For they, their swiftness putting to the proof , 

Bushed back, and bolted in his face the gate : 

Betumed he then to where I stood aloof . 

Slowly, with fitful pace, and drooping lids, 

And downcast brow, he carne, and sighing spake r 

** Who to yon dreary walls my way f orbids ? " 

Then unto me : " What though mine ire they wake > 

Fear not but in this contest I shall win, 

Let them against me struggle ne'er so hard : 

This gang ere now as insolent hath been 

Up at that portai f ound for aye imbarred. 

Its fatai dark inscription thou hast read ; 

And even now, descending by the slope, 

Comes, without escort, through the circles dread, 

One whose proud band this region's gate shall ope.'' 
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The craven color which my face had shown, 
When sadly back I saw my Leader glide, 
Soon checked the transient flushing of his own ; 
Hearkening he stood, intent and eager-eyed. 
But ili his gaze could fathom that thick air 
Ab thus he spake : ^^ In this approaching f ray 
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dZJonquer we mnst, unless — but why despair ? 
^3uch help will come. Oh, wearisome delay ! " 

I noted well how his conclusìon veiled 

e doubtful words wherewìtii his speech began, 

that the tenor of the sentence f ailed ; 
^And throogh my heart a timìd tremor ran, 
^or baply to his haltìng phrase I gave 

A worse construction than the Foet lueant. 

** Say, to this depth of misery's concave, 

From the first round makes any soni descent 

Of them whose only pain ìs hope's suspense ? " 

To this inquiry thus my Lord replied : 

** Rarely doth one of us, reprieved from thence, 

Tread the dark way through which thy steps I 

guide. 
Soon after I f orsook my mortai part, 
'T is true that hither once I chanced to stray, 
Compelled by f eli Erictho, her whose art 
Could conjure back dead spirits to their day : 
At her behest, I passed through yonder wall 
To lead one from the round where Judas dwells ; 
The most removed from heaven that circleth ali ; 
The deepest, darkest, worst, of ali the hells. 

1 know the road : thy vain mistrust f orbear ; 
The marsh o'er which these noisome vapors brood 
Girdlea and guarda the City of Despair, 
Where, without strife, none ever can intrude." 
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Yet more he said, which I remember not, 
Having been wboUy ravisbed by mine eye, 
Toward the tower's top, which glistened crimson- 

hot, 
Whìle flashed in sight three hell-bom fiends on 

high: 
Furies, blood-stained, f emale in limbs and air ; 
About their waists were greenest hydras wound ; 
Homed snakes and vipers f ormed their homd hair, 
Dangling in braids their savage temples roimd. 
Then he who well the haggard handmaids knew 
Of everlasting sorrow's doleful queen, 
Exclaimed : " Look there ! yon fìerce Erinnyds 

view: 
Megaera yonder on thy lef t is seen ; 
There, on thy right, the sad Alecto wails ; 
Betwixt them scowls Tisiphone." This spoke, 
He ceased. They tore their bosoms with their nails, 
Sore bruised themselves, and hideous outeries 

woke. 
Close to the gentle Bard I clung dismayed. 
" Bring f orth Medusa ! tum the wretch to stone ! 
The assault of Theseus we too poorly paid 1 " 
Thus, glaring down, ali shrieked with threatening 

tone. 
" Tum ! " cried the Poet, " cover quiek thine eyes ! 
Shouldst thou but glance upon the Gorgon's head, 
Never again couldst thou behold the skies." 
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iSdy hands distrustmg, with bis own instead 
[e tumed me round f rom their vindictive ire, 
wìth his shadowy fingers veiled my gaze. 
ye whose intellects are sound ! admire 
Le mystic meaning my strauge verse conveys. 



Si^ept now amain those turbid waters o'er 

A. tuxnult of a dread, portentous kind, 

AiVhich rocked with sudden spasms each trembling 

shore, 
Xiìke the mad rushìng of a rapid wind, 
-As when, made furious by opposing heats, 
"Wild through the wood the unbridled tempest 

scours, 
Dusty and proud, the cringing forest beats. 
And scatters far the broken limbs and flowers ; 
Then fly the herds, the swains to shelter scud. 
Preeing mine eyes, " Thy sight," he said, " direct 
O'er the long-standing seum of yonder flood, 
Where, most condense, its acrid steams collect." 

As frogs bef ore their enemy the snake, 

Quick-scattering through the pool in timid shoals, 

On the dank ooze a huddling cluster make, 

I saw above a thousand ruined souls 

Flying from one who passed the Stygian bog, 

With feet unmoistened by the sludgy wave ; 

Oft from hig face his lef t hand brushed the fog 
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Wliose weight alone, it seemed, annoyance gave. 
At once the messenger of Heaven I kenned. 
And toward my Master tumed, who made a sign 
That hushed I should remain and lowly bend. 
Ah me, how full he looked of scom divine I 

He reached the portals ; with a little rod 
Touched them : unbolted, instantly, they flew ; 
Then, on the horrid threshold as he trod, 
" O Heaven-expelled ! " he 'gan, " aecursed orew I 
What f rantic pitch of insolence is this ? 
Why vainly kick against the Will supreme, 
Whose mighty aim was never known to miss, 
Who to your pangs adds of t a new extreme ? 
Hope ye, in fighting with the f ates, to win ? 
Your Cerberus, bethink ye, to this day, 
Bears he not hairless his galled throat and chin ? 
This said, he journeyed back his loathsome way. 
Nor did he deign to notice us, but wore 
The look of one whom graver cares weigh down 
Than any head of whom he stands bef ore : 
Securely then advanced we toward the town. 

His hallowed words fresh confidence inspired ; 
The gates we passed without a f arther fray ; 
And I, who curiously to see desired 
Their state who pent in such a stronghold lay, 
Soon as I entered, scnt my gaze around : 



»» 
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-And lo ! a champaign vast on every side, 
^VThere guilty torments reign, and grief s abound, 
H mark with wonder, stretching far and wide. 
lEven as at Arles, where spreads the stagnant 

Ehone, 
Or as at Pola, where Quarnaro's waves 
Sathe and bound Italy, the fields are strewn 
Jinà rendered ridgy with a thousand graves, 
So, though more horrible, this regìon seemed ; 
Tor here 'mid sepulehres were sprinkled fires, 
"Wherewith the enkindled tombs all-buming 

gleamed : 
Metal more fiercely hot no art requires. 
Their lids were aU suspended, whenee arose 
Dìstressful groans and murmurs of lament, 
As though from wretehes plunged in direst woes. 
*' Master," said I, " what sinners here lie pent? 
What buried race thus mutter from the vaults? '* 
He answered thus : " The arch-heretìcs behold ! 
Leaders of sects, with ali who shared their f aults. 
More than thou think'st these crowded caves in- 

fold: 
Here like with like, each with his kind inurned, 
In tortures more or less intense are cast." 
So saying, to the right my Master tumed, 
Then 'twixt the tombs and lofty towers we passed. 
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Now by a narrow path my Master wìnds, 
Conducting me 'twìxt those tormenting tombs 
And the town walls. " O thou whose goodness 
A passage f or me through these impious glooms I 
Say, sovereign Wisdom ! satìsfy my hope. 
May man behold the wretches buried here 
In these dire sepulchres ? The lids are ope, 
Ea«h hangs upraised ; and none is watching near/ 

To this he answered : " When they come at last, 
Clothed in their now f orsaken frames of clay, 
From dread Jehoshaphat (the Judgment past}, 
These flaming dens must ali be barred for aye. 
Here in their cemetery, on this side, 
With his whole sect is Epieurus pent, 
Who thought the spirit with its body died. 
Soon, theref ore, thy desire shall be content, 
Ay, and that wish which thou conceal'st fi*om me." 
" Good Guide," I said, " I only veil my heart, 
Lest of mine utterance I appear too f ree : 
Thyself my monitor of silenee art." 
" O Tuscan ! thou who com'st with gentle speech, 

r 

Through Hell's hot city, breathing from the earth, 
Stop in this place one moment, I beseech ; 
Thy tongue betrays the country of thy birth. 
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Of t^liat illustrìous land I know thee sprung, 
WTxich in my day, perchance, I somewhat vexed." 
Foirtli from one vault these sudden accents rung, 
So "that I, trembKng, stood with f ear perplexed. 
■Theri as I closer to my Master drew : 
*' T\xm back! what dost thou?" he exclaimed in 

baste: 
*' S^c ! Farinata rises to thy view ; 
^^'vv mayst bebold him upward from bis waist." 

^ ^IX in bis face abready I was gazing, 

^Ixile bis front lowered, and bis proud bosom 

swelled, 
^* tiiougb even tbere, amid bis burial blazing, 
^ *^^ inf emal reabn in bigb disdain be beld. 
"^y Leader tben, with ready bands and bold, 
^^ced me toward bìm, among tbe graves, to 
pa^, 
^^ying : " Tby tbougbt in open words unf old." 
^^ ty bis tomb I stood, beside its base. 

^laneing upon me witb a seornf ul air, 
*" Wbo were tbine ancestors ? " be coldly asked. 
>illing to answer, I did not f orbear 
JMy name or lineage, but tbe whole unmasked. 
Sligbtly tbe spirit raised bis baugbty brows. 
And said : " Tby sires to mine were aye adverse, 
To me, and to tbe cause I did espouse ; 
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Wherefore their legions twice did I disperse." 
"What thongh they banished were? They ^ 

retumed, 
Each time of their expulsion," I replied ; 
" That is an art thy party never leamed I ** 
Hereat arose a shadow at his side. 

Uplifted on his knees he seemed to me, 
For his face only to his chin was bare ; 
And round about he stared, as though to see 
K other mortai with myself were there. 
But, when that momentary dream was o'er, 
Weeping he groaned : " K thou this dungeon dim, 
Led by iày soaring genius, dost explore, 
Where is my son? ah, wherefore bring'st no*^ 
him?" 

" Not of myself I seek this realm f orlom : 

He who waits yonder marshals me my road ; 

Whom once, perchanee, thy Guido had in scom." 

My reeognition thus I f ully showed ; 

For in the pangs on that poor sinner wreaked. 

And in his question, plain his name I read. 

Suddenly starting up, " What I what ! " he 

shrieked, 
" Sayest thou, * he had ' ? what mean ye ? is he 

dead? 
Doth heaven's dear light his eye no longer bloss ? " 
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Perceiving how I hesitated then, 
Ere I responded to his wild address, 
Backward he sunk, nor looked he f orth again. 

But that proud soul who first compelled my stay 
The same unalterable aspect wore, 
Moved not his neck, nor tumed him either way ; 
Stood fixed ; then thus continued as bef ore : 
" And if that art my brethren could not leam, 
It more torments me than this fiery couch ; 
Yet, fifty times ere Luna's visage bum, 
How hard that lesson is, thyself shalt vouch. 
But teli me, I implore thee, — so mayst thou 
In the sweet world f or evermore remaìn I — 
Why that vindietive people stiU avow, 
In ali their laws, their hatred of my strain ? " 

I thus : " The camage and the vast def eat, 
Which dyed the waters of the Arbia red, 
Provoke such edìcts from our judgment-seat." 
Hereat the spìrit sighed, and shook his head. 
" Not singly," he replied, " in arms I rose, 
Nor without reason, f or the eause was just ; 
But once I singly stood, when ali her f oes 
Would fain bave laid my Florence in the dust : ' 
Then I, alone, opposed that base decree." 
" Prithee," said I, " this complicated knot 
Eesolve, and set my tangled reason free, 
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So be a long repose thy duldreii's loti 
If rightly I conceive yon, it appeais 
Tour eyes foresee whatever time's dark band 
Is leading f orward in the lapse of years, 
Yet of the present nanght ye nnderstand." 

" Trae," he rejoined : " we see indeed, like tho60 
Whose vision is imperf ect, things a&r ; 
Thns mueh of light the Lord of light bestows. 
To ali near objects wholly blind we are. 
And nothing know we of your human state 
Save some one else our ignoranee advise : 
So, when f or aye is shut the futnre's gate, 
Know, from that instant ali our knowledge dies.*' 

Then, with repentance f or my slowness wning, 
" Teli," I entreated, " yonder fallen shade, 
His son stili walks the breathing world among. 
And teli him why mine answer I delayed : 
Say that my mind with misconceit was dim, 
Whereof thy teaching now has cleared my thought.'' 
Here my Conductor called me back to him ; 
Ilastily then the spirit I besought : 
Say, with thyself what fellow-sufferers herd? '' 
Upward," he answered, " of a thousand more. 
The second Frederie is here interred. 
The Cardinal too ; the rest l 'U not name o'er." 
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[e vanished bere ; and toward the ancient Bard 
I paced, much pondering what the sentence meant, 
"VSrhich, as it seemed, foretold a doom so hard. 
I3e too moved onward, whìspering as he went : 
•••• Wherefore so pensive? so bewildered why?" 
A^Then the hid reason of my care I told, 
The Sage thus counseled : " That dark prophecy, 
I charge thee, stili in thy remembranee hold. 
^Andmark thou this " (he raised bis finger bere), 
*•* Wben thou sbalt stand before the gentle ray 
C!)f ber to wbose fair eye ali things are elear, 
Thy life's wbole pilgrimage wUl sbe display." 
Q?o the lef t band my Master tumed bim then : 
Qaittìng the waU, we toward the centro wound, 
Sy a small patb, descending to a glen 
^Vbence a foni stench, uprising, floated round. 
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On the steep margin of a circling row 

Of broken rocks, that f ormed a lofty bank, 

We carne above a crueler mass of woe 

In the deep gulf that steamed f orth vapors rank. 

To sbun the foni excess, we drew bebind 

A huge tomb's lid, wbereon these words I read : 

" I hold Pope Anastasius bere confined, 

Wbom from the ways of truth Photinus led." 
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" Slowly," said Vìrgil, " must ve now descend, 

That, somewhat first familiar grown thereby, 

OuT hardened scuse tliese fumea may lesa offend." 1 

" Yet let no time be therefore lost," said I : 

" Some eompenaation fìnd for this delay." 

'' Mark, then, my soa ; for I thereof was thinldlig; J 

Within these rocks," proceeded he to say, 

" Three cii-eleB lie, in due gradation sinking, 

Eesembling those above, but lesa in gìze : 

With condemned spirits crowded are they ali ; 

Tbat whose mere sight Iiereafter may Buffiee, 

Hear bow and wberefore tbey are beld in thralL j 

The end of each bad act abborred of Heaven 

Ib otber's wrong, by violence or guile, 

But, since mankind alone to fraud ia given, 

That sin ìs in tbe esteem of God more vile ; 

Therefore tbe fraudulent are down more deep, 

SufEering the penance of severer woea. 

The violent tbe whole first cirt-le beep, 

Which tbiee less rounds distinguisb and compose ; 

For man by force three persons may offend : 

Himaelf, hia God, bia neigbbor, he may vrong, 

I mean (aa clearly tbou sbalt oomprebend) 

Them, or whatever doth t« tbem belong. 

Hia neigbbor's person be may violate 

By deadly strokes, hy agonÌ2Ìng wounds ; 

May waste or bum or pluuder bis estate : 

Hence tbe first ring wìtb homicides abounds, 
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iTherein assassins, thieves, and plunderers hive, 
TJTomieiited ali, and classed in varions bands. 
Ifiblaji, too, himself of being may deprive, 
r on bis own goods lay destruetìve bands : 
tbe succeeding round ali sucb repent, 
"\Vho, in your world, tbeir being dare destroy, 
"Who see Gbd's noble gifts ignobly spent, 
"Yea, dwell in misery, where they sbould enjoy. 
HLiastly, the Deity is wronged by them, 
"^Who, in the covert of their secret hearts, 
IClaspheme Him, or deny Him, or contemn 
dature, and ali the gifts ber grace imparts. 
Tberef ore tbe last division sets its seal 
On ali wbose hearts gainsay God's holy laws : 
CJabors and Sodom shall its vengeance f eel. 

*' Now, as f or fraud, whicb every conscience gnaws, 
This wrong in twof old way a man may do, 
On bim wbo doth, or who doth not confide : 
The latter manner, it is plain, breaks througb 
The bond of love, whicb Nature's band bath tied. 
Hence tbe next circle hypocrites infest, 
Dealers in magic, and aU bartering knaves ; 
There simony and robbery bave their nest ; 
Panderers and flatterers ; aU sucb filtby slaves. 
The other mode not only holds in scom 
Love's native instinct, but tbe acquired good-will 
Wbereof a special confidence is bom. 



68 HELL. 

Thence, in the least and lowest circle stili, 
Where, in the centre of the world, Dis reigns, 
Traitors in flame for evermore consume." 
" Master," said I, " thy cleamess well explains 
This gulf , its people, and their various doom : 
But say : those wretches in the iinetuous marsh ; 
Those whom the gale drives ; those the rains tor- 

ment; 
And- those who clashing meet with langnage harsh, 
Why not within the fiery city pent ? 
Why, if the Almighty holds them in His wrath ? 
If not, then wherefore in such pangs confined? " 

" Whither," he answered, " from its wonted path 
Of reason, wanders thy distracted mind ? 
Hast thou the memorable words f orgot, 
Wherein thy Ethic volume treats of three 
ni-dispositions Heaven approveth not, 
Ineontinence, malice, mad brutality ? 
And how ineontinence doth less ofifend 
Almighty God, less culpable by far ? 
If to this doctrine thou attention lend, 
Remembering who those other sinners are 
(Those that above in late repentance pine), 
Thou shalt perceive why torments less severe 
Have been assigned them by the Judge divine, 
And why they 're separate from the wicked here." 
" O Sua I who purgest each beclouded sight, 
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^Thj clear solution satisfies me so 
*irhat doubt and knowledge equally delight ; 
^et back, I pray thee, f or a little, go ! 
Tliou said'st before that usury offends 
^Toodness divine : this knot now disengage." 

'^^ Philosopliy," said he, " this lesson lends 
*To him who seareheth, in full many a page, 
Tliat Nature ever in her course pursues 
TThe mode of action of the Sovereign Mind ; 
-And, if thy physics rightly thou peruse, 
Tihis truth, ere many pages, thou shalt find : 
*rhat, as a pupil in his master's course, 
Tour art strives after Nature, as it were 
Clrandchild of God f rom whom it hath its source. 
5y these, if thou to Genesis refer, 
God said that man must live, and raise his race. 
Now, from this law the usurer doth depart, 
His best hope building upon something base : 
Theref ore both Nature he contemns and art. 

** But f ollow me : my f eet impatient are. 
Above the horizon's verge the Fishes leap ; 
Ali o'er the northwest spreads the glittering Car, 
And far our path declines down yonder steep." 
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The cliff we came to. wlieve oar passaige lay, 
Was roog^ and Agline, and an objeet bore 
Wliìeh eveiT ere had ^mmk from in dismay ; 
Far, fike the fallen mass whieli stmek the shose 
Of tremblìng Adige, <m tliis side af Trent* 
Blpropped. or loosened Vy some earthquake, so 
That from the summit whence the rock was lent 
Sc«ne way is opened to the vale below. 
Snch was the steep ; so pathless. and so rude ; 
And o'er it, stretehed npon the broken pile, 
There lay the adulterate heif er's loathsome brood* 
The shame, the monster« of the Cretan ide. 
He gnawed his limbs, observing us advance, 
Like one from inward rage that seeks relief, 
Whereat my sage Conduetor eried : '•' Perehanoe 
Thou deemest this to be the Athenian ehief 
Who shed thy life-blood in the world above. 
Brute thing, avaunt I This visitant with me 
Oimes net bef riended by thy sister's love : 
Ile only comes your punishments to see.'* 
Ah doth a bullock, plunging, when he feels 
The deadly stroke that brings him to the ground, 
Who cannot go, but sìdelong springs and reels, 
»So dìd I see the Minotaur reel round. 
" Run ! " cried my wary Lord, " while thus in wrath ; 
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Best fhou make speed ; betake thee to the strait. 
So down we clambered, and the rocky path 
Oft shook beneath my f eet's unwonted weight. 



Pensìve I went ; and my observant Sage 
Addressed me thus : '^ Perehance thy thought is 

fiUed 
With this vast min, guarded by the rage 
Of the fell beast whose fury I have stilled. 
Now leam, that when I traveled here of old, 
Down this way to the depths of lower Hell, 
This precipiee was not, as you behold, 
Shattered and rent ; but, if I rightly speli, 
Just ere He came who bore the spoil from Dis, 
Of the first cirele, ransomed, up above. 
So shook throughout this deep and foni abyss, 
Methought the universe was seized with Love, 
Which oft, as some believe, with violent shock 
Hath into chaos changed again the world ; 
And here, and more elsewhere, this aneient rock, 
At that dread moment, was in f ragments hurled. 
But gaze down yonder : we approach the flood 
Where aU, who violent 'gainst others were. 
Welter and writhe in waves of boiling blood." 

O f oolish wrath I blind passion ! O thou spur 
That goadest us through life's brief scene of being. 
And after plungest us in endless woe ! 
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A moat I saw, with Virgil's words agreeìng, 
Of ampie wìdth and bendìng like a bow : 
Whìle thus it seemed to compass ali the plain, 
Between it and the precipice's base 
San Centaurs armed wìth arrows, in a train, 
As, in the world, they once pursued the chase. 

They stopped at seeing us advance ; and three 
Rushed with their bows (their arrows choo^i^^^^ 

first), 
And one cried out af ar off : " What seek ye ? 
What destined round adown the cliff accursed ? 
Speak where you stand, or else I pulì the cord." 
" Not unto thee, to Chiron there alone, 
Will we give answer," thus replied my Lord : 
" Thy will to rashness evermore was prone." 
Then, touching me, he said : " 'T is Nessus ; look ! 
Who for the beauteous Dejanìra dying, 
Himself full vengeance for his murder took. 
Behold the middle one, his bosom eying : 
That is great Chiron, who Achilles bred ; 
And yon is Pholus, erst so full of ire. 
By thousands thus about the streamlet's bed 
They gaUop, shooting each that riseth higher 
Than his offense permits him to ascend." 
As nearer to those agile beasts we drew, 
Grim Chiron, with an arrow's feathered end, 
Behind liis jaws his long beard baekward threw. 
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thus Ids giant mouth the monster showed, 
^^ Do ye perceive," he to his comrades said, 
*" ^ The one behìnd in walking shakes the road ? 
^Not so are wont the footsteps of the dead ! " 

Then my good Escort standing at his breast, 

"VThere the two natures, fiend and beast, unite, 

IKeplied : " I bring a solitary guest, 

^Alive, indeed, to show this vale of night. 

IFated he comes ; but not f or pleasure's sake 

She from her heavenly hallelujahs carne 

"Who bade me this new duty undertake ; 

^o robber he, nor I a soul of shame. 

IBut by that virtue whence I venture thus 

Over a road so wild, so unexplored, 

One of thy band vouchsafe to go with us, 

«And show us where the river we may ford ; 

-And on his back this being let him take, 

"Who is no spirit through the air to glide." 

Then towards his right breast, Chiron tumed and 

spake, 
Saying to Nessus : " Back ! and be his guide 1 
Keep them aloof, if other troops you cross." 
So onward with our trusty guard we went 
Along the brink of the red-seething fosse, 
Whence bitter shrieks the boiling wretches sent. 

Up to their brows I saw them in the wave. 
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" TyrantH tìiose are," the mighty Centaur said, 

" Who their f eli hearta to blood and plunder gave : 

Here, for their crueltìes, vain tears thej shed. 

There 's Alexander ; Diouysius tliere. 

Long years of woe for Sicily who made ; 

That forehead yonder with the raven hair 

Ib Azzolino ; that of lighter ehade 

la Obyaon of Este, whom 't ia true 

His stepson mnrdered in the world on high." 

I tunied me to the Eard, who said : " To you 

Be now the Centaur first ; the seeond, L" 

A little farther on, the Centaur stopped 

Over against a siuiken people, shown 

To the throat only, which the stream o'ertop] 

There one he pointed out, retii-ed alone. 

" He struck in God's own bosom," Virgil said, À 

" The heart whieh men by Thamis yet revere,'* 

Then othcrs I observed, who let their head 

And their whole chest above the tide appear. , 

Many I knew whom there I chanced to meet; . 

And the ditch dwiudled more and more away, 

Until it scarcely covered o'er the feet : 

Here o'er the hloody brook our paasage lay. 




" As on this side," the Centaur aaitl, " thon aee'st. 
More and more shallow stili the streamlet grtnn^ ■ 
So upon this its depth Ì8 aye increased, 
Till back to where the tyrants groan it flowB. 
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Tliere divine Justice punishes the Kings 
ZPyirhiis and AttUa, earth's ancient scourge ; 
-And Sextus too ; nay, tears eternai wrings 
(By the sharp anguish of this boiling surge), 
lEtemal tears from Rinier Pazzo's eyes, 
And Einier da Comete, who o£ yore 
Filled ali the highways with their butcheries." 
Here he tumed back, and crossed the f ord once 
more. 
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Ebe Nessus had regained the other shore, 

We reached a desolate untrodden wood : 

No verdant leaves, but inky black it bore ; 

No smooth straight branches, but ali gnarled and 

rude; 
No fruit hung there, but only poisonous thom. 
The savage beasts, that, in the wilderness 
Betwixt Cometo and the Cecina, scorn 
The f arms and fields, less rough a brake possless. 
Amid the branches o£ this dismal greve, 
Their loathsome nests the brutal Harpies build, 
Who from the Strophades the Trojans drove 
With woeful auguries erelong fulfilled. 
Huge wings they bave, men's f aces, human throats, 
Feet armed with claws, vast bellies clothed with 

plumes : 
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From those strange trees they pour tbeir dolefoifl 

notes. 
" Now, ere thou f urther penetrate these glooms," 
Said my good Master, " thou shouldst understand 
Thou 'rt in the second cirelet, and shalt be, 
Until thou eom'st iipon the horrid sand. 
Give good heed then : more wonders thou shalt see, 
Yea, to confimi ali stories I have told." 
On every side I heard heart-rending cries^ 
But not a person could I there behold : 
Wheref ore I stopped, bewildered with surprise* 
He seemed to guess I thought the voices carne 
From some that hiding in the thicket lay : 
Theref ore my Leader said : " If thou but maim 
One o£ these plants, yea, pluck a branch away, 
Then shall thy judgment be more just than now." 
Therefore my hand I slightly forward reached ; 
And while I wrenched away a little bough 
From a huge trunk, "Why mangle me?** it 

screeched. 
Then, as the dingy tears began to starti 
" Why dost thou tear me ? " shrieked the trunk 

again, 
" Hast thou no touch o£ pity in thy heart? 
We that now bere aie planted, once were men ; 
But, were we serpents' souls, thy hand might 

shame 
To have no moro compassion on our woes I '* 
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Like a green log, that hisses in the flame, 
^ix>anìng at one end, as the other glows, 
^ven as the wind comes spnttering forth, I say, 
■*-tus oozed together from the splintered wood 
^^tili words and blood. I dropped the broken spray, 
'^^cl, like a coward, faint and trembling stood. 

C> injured spirit ! " thus replied my Sage, 
CJciuld but this faithless mortai have belìeved 
^^liat he hath read in my poetio page, 
^^ lad not thus thy groaning fibres grieved. 
"^^de him, since thy fate belief transeends, 
j^^^n though ìt pained myself , thy branches tear ; 
.t he on earth may make thee some amends. 
LO wast thou ? Teli ! He will requite thee there : 
*^>^ough him on high thy fame shaU freshiy 

shine." 
*^^ trunk replied : " Thy pleasant words compel, 
"^^ by a charm, my voice to answer thine. 
^Vj, let me yield a little to the speli I 

*Know, I am he that once of Fredj^ric's heart 
-Held the two keys, and turned them as I chose, 
^)pening and shutting it with such sweet art, 
He to none else bis secrets would disclose. 
In my high office with such zeal I burned 
That my life's blood I made a sacrifice ; 
But ah I the strumpet, she who never turned 
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Froni Caeaar'a Household her voluptuoiis eyes, 

Envy, tlie common death and vice of eonrts, 

Kindled with hate of me tlie bearta of ali, 

Wlio fired the Emperor so with false report» 

That my glad honora tiirned to sorrow's galL 

Therefore my mìnd, resolving in disgust 

By death to 'aeape disgrace and slander there, 

Made me, a just man, to myself unjust. 

Bnt, by this thom-tree's new-grown roots, I swea*- 

Never did I mine honored lord deceive : 

Should either of you from this world below 

Eetum to eartb, let him my fame retrieve, 

Wbich mangled liea beneath fell envy'a blow." 

The Poet waited for a while, and then 

Said: "Lose no time, smce he batb ended now; 

Woiddat tbou bear f urtber, qnestion him again." 

" Rather," I answered bim, " continue tbou, 

Asie wbat tbou tbink'st would satìsfy me moatj:' 

But I for very pity must forbear." 

Then Virgil thus: "O tbou ìmprisoned ghost t 

So may tliìs mortai frcely grant tby prayer, 

Aa thou to him shalt furthermore unfold 

How in these knots the tortured aoul is boand}^ 

And if by any, frora the cruel hold 

Of these gnarled limbs, eacape is ever fonnd.' 

Hereat the tranh heaved forth a beavy aigh ; 

And soon th«se words artioulate bectune : 



I 
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* * To your inquiry take this brief reply . 
"When the mad soul tears off its mortai frame, 
rTo the seventh gulf by Minos it is sped, 
^^nd in this wood where'er by fortune cast, 
Sprouts like a barley-corn, and rears its head, 
^rown to a sapling and wild plant at last. 
TThe Harpies then, which on its foliage prey, 
<]!ause it to groan, and give its groans eseape : 
We shall return, like others, for our clay, 
3ut none shaU clothe him with his former shape. 
IMan ought to lose what he away hath flung : 
Hither our bodies we must drag to be 
Around this melancholy forest hung, 
Ejujh on his guilty spirit's thomy tree." 

We waited, thinking he had spoken more, 
When, as a hunter from his ambush sees 
The hunt rush headlong by, and f rantic boar, 
And hears the noisy hounds and crashing trees, 
Thus, at a sudden sound, we stood aghast ; 
As lo 1 two wretches from the left there drove, 
Shattering the impeding branehes as they passed, 
Bleeding and scratched and naked, through the 

grove. 
"Death!" cried the foremost, "to the resene! 

flyl" 

The other, vexed that he less fleetly went, 
Cried : " Lano I not so swiftly didst thou ply 
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Those legs of thine at Toppo's toumament." 

Then, as if wanting wind, he stopped, and iormeS:::^^^ 

A single group there with a stunted plani ; 

While close behind them ali the f orest swarmed 

With grim black bitches, f ollowing fierce and gaunt '^ ' 

Like greyhounds rushing from the leash, they^:.^'^^ 

darted, 
And f astenìng on the wretch who lurking lay, ^^ 

Piecemeal his limbs with greedy fangs they parted, ^ ^^ 
And bore the quivering f ragments far away. 

Then did mine Escort lead me toward the spot 
Where through its wounds the bramble vainly cried : 
" O Jacopo da Sant' Andrea ! what 
Avails it thee behind my stem to hide ? 
Must I thy guilty life's just doom partake ? " 
Hereat my Lord, pausing the trunk bef ore, 
Said : " Who art thou, from whom at many a break 
Such bitter words come gushing with thy gore ? " 
He thus : " Ye spirits ! who have come to see 
The shameful wreck which thus my leaves hath 

shred, 
Restore them to the foot of my sad tree. 
Know, in that city I was bom and bred 
Which for the Baptist her first patron lost, 
Mars ; who for that shall work her every ili ! 

■ 

And well for her, where Amo's wave is crossed. 
Some relic of him is remaining stili, 
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Ir else the eitizens, who reared again 
rXhe walls wliich Attila in ashes laid, 
^Would have expended ali their toil in vain. 
^3f mine own roof-tree I my gibbet made." 
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IMy native land's dear memory had such force 
That the strewn leaves I gathered f rom the ground, 
Tor him -wbom speaking now had rendered hoarse. 
Then carne we to the second circlet's bound, 
Where it is parted from the third ; and here 
Justice a horrid vengeance hath contrived 
First, then, to manif est these wonders clear, 
I say beside a sand-plain we arrived, 
On whose waste bed no living stem there grows, 
Being encompassed by the woeful wood, 
As round the wood the ditch of misery flows : 
Here, on its very verge, we pausing stood. 
The soil was only one thick arid sand; 
Even like the shore by Cato's footsteps trod, 
Such was the semblance of this wretched land. 
thou dread vengeance of the Eternai God I 
How shouldst thou thrill each mortal's heart witli 

awe, 
Who reads what anguish there appalled mine 

eyesl 
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Full many a herd of naked ghosts I saw, 

Ali howling hideously most piteous cries. 

To these there seemed a various doom allotted ; 

For some supine were stretehed upon the ground, 

Others upon their haunches crouehed and squattedr** 

And some incessantly went round and round. 

The latter f ormed more numerous a crowd 

Than those who down in agony had lain ; 

But these were in their outeries far most loiid. 

O'er ali the sand slow f eli a buming rain ; 

Wide-floating flakes of fire, resembling snow 

Among the Alps, when hushed is every flaw. 

As Alexander, where the sunbeams glow 

Hottest in India, o'er his army saw 

From heaven to earth the living cinders leap, 

And bade his soldiers trample on the ground, 

Lest, if allowed to gather in a heap, 

To quench them might more difficult be f ound ; 

So fell the eternai fire, whieh, as it lighted, 

To doublé their distress, inflamed the sands, 

Like tinder by the stricken steel ignited : 

Restless the motion was of wretehed hands ! 

This way and that, as stili tliey f reshly fell. 

The scorehing tonnents fast aside tliey brushed ; 

And I : •"'' O Master I thou wliose power could quell 

Ali save the stubborn fiends who 'gaiiist us rushed 

(Those that opjx)sed our en trance at the gate), 

Say, who is yonder prostrate giant gi'im, 
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Writhing in scom there of his fiery fate, 

As though the tempest served to harden him? " 

He then himself exclaimed, on hearing me 

Conceming him of my good Guide inquire : 

" What once I was, continue I to be 

In death as lif e. Though Jove his worhman tire, 

From whom he snatched the bitter bolt he threw 

At me upon my final day of doom ; 

Though, one by one, he tire the others too, 

At the black f umace down in JStna's womb, 

Crying, as erst he did at Phlegra's fight : 

* Help me, good Vuloan ! help me, I entreat ! * 

Yea, though he blast me with his fìercest might, 

Exult he may, but not in my defeat I " 

My Leader hereupon more loudly spake 

Than ever I had heard his voice bef ore : 

" O Capaneus ! that pride of thine doth make, 

That pride unquenchable, thy torment more. 

No martyrdom save thine own fury, none, 

Could fitly match thy madness or thy crime." 

Then unto me more mildly : " That was one 

Of the seven kings at Thebes i' the olden time. 

He had, and stiU he seemeth to retain, 

Small reverence f or his God, even here in hell ; 

But, as I said, that f renzy of disdain 

Torments him yet, his breast becoming welL 



i 
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" But follow now behind me ; take good heed 

Lest in the bumìng sand thy feet thou set, 

And ever dose beside the wood proceed." 

So, sileiitly we reached a streamlet'a jet, 

Down through the sand, forth f rom the f orest l'ii* 

Whose crimson stili I shudder to describe. 
Even like the brook f rom Bulicame gushing, 
Which the fraìl women share among their tribe, 
So glided this : its pcndent banks, ita bed. 
And, on each Iiand, its margina, were of stonai 
So I perceived thereby our passage led. 
" Of ali the wonders I to thee bave shown 
Since first we paased the gate wliose gloomy sili 
Mortai was ne'er f orbidden to pass o'er, 
Naught worthier notìce than this present rill 
Has been presented to thine eyes before ; 
For over that the cinders ali expire." 
So spake my Leader ; wberefore 1 besonght 
That, having made me greedy with desire, 
He might teli ali I hungered to be taught. 

" In the mid-ocean spreada a dreary waste," 

He anawered thus, — "a barren land, ealled Cret< 

Under whose king the antique world lived chaate 

Therein Mount Ida lifts its lofty seat. 

Once in green ghwbiesa, full of spring». ìt rose ; 

Now ali deserted, as a thing outwom : 
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This for a faithful cradle Bhea chose, 

Where she might hide her little Jove, new-bom, 

So with wild shouts she drowned his infant cries. 

Here hath a huge old f orm his mountain-home ; 

His back towards Damiata tumed, his eyes, 

As in a mirror, looking straight at Rome. 

His head of fine gold is a shapen mass ; 

Of purest Silver are his arms and breast ; 

Thence to the middle he is made of brass ; 

Thence downward, of choice iron ali the rest, 

Save the right foot, whieh, rather than the left, 

He stands erect on ; that is baked of clay ; 

And every pait, exeept the gold, is eleft 

With a deep flaw, distilling tears for aye. 

These gathering there, the stream a passage picks 

Through the dark grot, and down this valley leaps; 

Then, f orming first the Acheron and Styx 

And Phlegethon, throngh this dose conduit creeps : 

Thus ever sinking, till they can no more, 

The weary waters in Cocytus end. 

But of that f amous f en I say no more ; 

Thyself shalt witness it when we descend." 

** If then," I answered, " as thy words assert, 
This rill a passage from our world hath found, 
Why first appears it on this sandy skirt ? " 
** Thou know'st," he answered, " the abyss is round ; 
And though so far thou to the left hast strayed, 
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Seeking the bottom of the infemal spheres, 
Not yet the circuìt hast thou wholly made ; 
So marvel not if somethìng new appears/' 
Then I : " O Master ! where is Lethe's tide ? 
Where Fhlegethon ? Thou tellest naught of one. 
And saj'st the other from that rain doth glide." 
Saìd he : ^^ Thy questions please me ali, my son ; 
And yet the bubbling of that crimson wave 
Mìght bave solved one : and Lethe thou shalt see 
Beyond this fosse, where spirits go to lave, 
When by repentanee from their crimes set free, 
But from the wood 't is time we now retire : 
FoUow ! and dose behind my f ootsteps tread ; 
The banks afford a road secure from fire : 
Over them, too, the vaporous flame is dead.'* 
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One of that strcamlet's finn and stony flanks 
Now f orms our path ; its gathering f umes o^ershade. 
And shield from fire, the water and its banks. 
Sueh are the ramparts by the Flemings made, 
'Twixt Bruges and Cadsand, to repel the tide 
Whose floods they fear their marshy land may 

drown; 
Or as the dikes that by the Brenta side 
The Paduans raise to f enee eaeh tower and town. 
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lEre Chiarentana's top begins to warni: 
Such, though less large and lofty they appeared, 
'W^as o£ these solid banks the general f orm, 
^Wìiatever master-hand the f abrics reared. 

Already so far we had lef t the wood 

That, had I tumed about me, looking back, 

I could not have deseried it whenee I stood ; 

When, lo 1 there met us, dose beside our track, 

A troop of spirits. Each amìd the band 

Eyed us, as men at ève a passer-by 

'Neath a new moon ; as elosely us they scanned 

As an old tailor doth hìs needle's eye. 

One recognized me, of this tribe that gazed, 

And cried, the while he caught me by the gown : 

" What wonder 's this ?" So when his arm he 

raised, 
On his baked face I looked intently down. 
Thus his bumt visage could not quite prevent 
His f orm from coming to my memory clear ; 
And towards his features as my head I bent, 
I answered : " Ser Brunetto, are you here ? " 

"0 my dear son 1 be not displeased," said he, 
«If old Brunetto from WS Jindepart, 
And travel back a little way with thee." 
" That I entreat," said I, " with ali my heart : 
Nay, I 'U sit with you, if he there advise 
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With whom I go." — " Son, whoso of our band 

Stops biit one iiistant, for a ceutiuy lies 

Beat by thia fire, unabeltered and unf anned. 

Tlierefore move onward : to thy garment's hem 

I will but come, then troop a^ìn with those 

My sad companions, whom tlieir Crimea condemn 

To go bemoaning their eternai woea." 

I, aince I did not f rom our patliway dare 

Descend to bim, intlined my drooping head, 

Like one that walks witb reverentìal air. 

Tben he : " AVhat destiny or chance hath led 

Thee Lither, ere thy final day, to rove? 

And who is this that marshala thee the way ? " 

" In the serene existenee there above," 

I auawered, " in a vale, I went astray. 

'T waa ere the fnllneas of mine age ; I tumed 

But yester mom my back upon the glen ; 

Ketumìng ao, this Being I discemed 

"Who by thia road conducts me home again." 



Then he : " If thou tby ruling atar piirsue, 
Thon shalt not fail a glorioua port to vrin. 
Else was niy guess in life'a fair scene untme ; 
And if my death Lad not bo early been, 
I, seeing tliee so bleat by heavenly graoe, 
Thy lotty labor had myself befriended : 
But that ungi-ateful and malignant race 
Who from Fiesole of yore descended 
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(Their flinty hearts retaining somewliat stili 
Of that rough mount) thy virtue shall detest ; 
Good reason why : the dulcet fig but iU 
Can come to fruit by acrid sorbs oppressed. 
Proud envious people, greedy stili of gain ! 
Justly the old world's adage calls them blind : 
Of their vile eustoms wash thou off the stain ; 
f^or thee great glory has thy fate designed. 
So shall each party hunger after thee ; 
^But far beyond the goat shall be the herb : 
n their own selves these beasts of Fesulae 
ay feed, but ne'er the nobler plant disturb, 
yet a single stem their dunghiU bear, 
whom the sacred seed appears anew 
those old Komans who yet lingered there, 
"WTien of such wickedness the nest it grew." 

••' Might ali my wish," I answered him, " be granted, 
^ot yet hadst thou been banished human kind, 
Sinee the dear image in my heart implanted, 
Of thee, good father, stili pervades my mind. 
When in the world, thou taught'st me, hour by hour, 
How man might make eternity his own ; 
And evermore, while life permits the power, 
My gratitude shall in my song be shown. 
Touching my fate, whatever you f oretell 
I keep recorded with another speech, 
For a blest maid, who will conceive and well 



L 



Explain ita meaning, if hsi side I reacK. 
Only to you be tlus rasolve deelared 
(So from my consoienee be no lilame incurTed)tfl 
Whatever fortune wills, I stand prepared 
Mine eara ere now bave such f orewamingB h( 
Wbirl fortune, then, ber wbeel aa likea ber 
And let the husbandman bis mattock piy." 
My Master, aa my tbougbt I tbua expreased, 
Turned to bia riglit, and fixed on me bis ejB 
" He listenetb well wbo heedetb wbat be bears.' 
Tbus Virgil : I, eontinuing to coufer 
Witb Ser Brunetto, aaked, of bia compeera 
Wbo tbe most noted and important were. 

" To know of some," be answered, " it Ì8 well ; 
But ailence beat tbe otbera will beseem ; 
Time were not long enoiigb of ea«b to telL 
Yet know tbat ali were clerka of great esteem, 
Crreat sebolars ali, of wboin fame loudly talk» ; 
Ànd ali on eartb one filtby sin deiiled. 
There witb bia bapless herd, lo ! Prìscian walks ; 
Francesco, too, is there, d" Accorao atyled ; 
Yea, OH a scab ao loatbsome wouldat tbou look, 
Ilìm thon mightst witneaa, wbom in sin grown tank 
The Servante' Servant from tbe Amo took 
To bidè away on Bacchiglione's bank : 
There be was faìn hia ill-used nenea to leave. 
More I woukl apeak of, but must needa refrain. 
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Nor f arther must I walk ; f or I perceive 
New smoke arising on the sandy plain. 
Some other tribe this way their f ootsteps bend, 
From whose companionship I must f orbear. 
To you, my son, my Treasure I commend, 
Wlierein I yet survive : 't is ali my prayer." 
Here, like a racer o'er Verona's plain 
f^or the green mantle, back again he ran, 
Jn speed resemblìng, as he flew amain, 
arhe winning, rather thaa the losing man. 
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fow where I stood I heard the nmibling sound, 
^H-<ike swarms of bees that round their beehives hum, 
^IDf water f alling to the other round : 
"^Then towards us I beheld three spirits come. 
Ilunning, they sped together from a band 
^Which passed beneath that martyrdom's rough 

showers, 
And each one shouted : " Ho, thou stranger, stand ! 
Whose dress betrays that wicked land of ours." 
Ah me ! upon their limbs what dreadful bums, 
What scars, both old and recent, shocked mine eye ! 
Even yet my heart the mere remembrance yearns. 
And as my Teacher listened to their cry, 
" Wait," whispered he, turning towards me his face ; 
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" One should use courtesy to such as they. 
But f or the f earf ul nature of the place, 
Darting this fiery tempest, I might say 
This eager haste less suited them than thee." 
Then, as we halted, they once more began 
Their ancient wail ; and coming dose, ali three, 
Wìth restless trot, round in a circuìt ran. 
As champions, oiled and naked f or the fight. 
Are wont to watch their hold and vantage first. 
Ere in the deadly struggle they unite, 
Thus each at me his visage aimed reversed. 
So f oot and face went stili in counterwise. 

"And if," said one, "our aspect, parched and 

brown, 
And these tormenting sands, make thee despise 
Us and our prayers, yet reverence our renown ; 
And teli us, thou whose living f eet are led 
Safely through Hell, who art thou? Speak thy 

name. 
He, on whose footsteps thou perceiv'st I tread, 
Of nobler lineage than thou thinkest, carne. 
Yes ! he so naked, even of skin bereaved, 
Was good Gualdrada's gi*andson, even such : 
Great Guidoguerra, who in life aehieved 
Much with his sword, and with his wisdom much. 
And this, who next me walks the dreadf ul sand, 
Is one whose title in the upper air 
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Slàoiild welcome be : Tegghiaio Aldobrand ! 
-^^-^^c3[ I, their bitter agonies who share, 
"^^cs Rusticucci : ehiefly let the blame 

fht on my savage wif e for ali my woe ! " 
■eat, had I be^n sheltered from the flame, 
-ong them straight I would have leaped below. 
Teacher, too, I think, had suffered this ; 
dread of scorching in that fiery place 
iqaered my wìsh, and f oreed me to dismiss 
greedy thirst to give them one embrace. 





^n I began 2 *' Soon as my Seignior here, 
red those words from which I rightly gu^ssed 
t such a race as you were drawing near, 
ef at your fate, not scorn, my soul possessed ; 
for long years that sorrow shall not perish. 
your countryman, and evermore 
Te loved your venerable names to cherish, 
"^^-^*^d with aflfection conned your actions o'er. 
■*-«^s,ving the gali, I seek the pleasant f ruit 
"^omised to me by this my truthful Guide ; 
"**'^t to the centro first must sink my foot." 
So may thy spirit lead thy limbs ! " he cried, 
So shiue thy fame, too, after thee ! as thou 
^*^t answer this : Within our city's wall 
^^ells courtesy as once, and valor now? 
^^ are those virtues cast aside by ali ? 
*^op William Borsiere, he who herds 
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(A recent corner bere) in yonder crowd, 
Torments us greatly with his bitter words.** 
Hereat I raised my face, and cried aloud : 
" O upstart race ! the sudden growth of gain 
Hatb bred sucb inequality in tbee, • 
Such pride, O Florence ! well mayst thou 

plain." 
Receiving wbicb for answer, ali tbe three 
Looked at eacb otber with such conscious eyes 
As men who bear truth told, then answered thns : 
" O happy thou, might always thy replies 
Cost thee no more than this f ree speech to ns I 
And shouldst thou ever f rom this dismal air 
Return to view the lovely stars again, 
When thou sbalt say with pleasure, ' I was there, 
Recali our names, and speak of us to men." 
The circle then immediately was broken ; 
Their nimble legs seemed wings, so swift the; 

darted : 
The word Amen could scarcely bave been spoken 
So quick as from my vision they departed. 

My Master now thought best to journey on : 
I foUowed ; and the nuimiur grew so near 
Of the eascade tbat, ere we far bad gone, 
Even our own voices we could bardly bear. 
Ijike to tbat riU, in channel of its own, 
The first from Monte Veso, flowing cast. 
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Down the left coast of Apennine, and known 
Above as Acquacheta ; till increased, 
The waters bed themselves in level shores, 
And by Forlì that name no longer keep, 
As there above Saint Benedict it roars, 
Bounding, at one fall, down an Alpine steep,* 
Where f or a thousand might bave been supply ; 
Thus down a ragged precipice we found 
That dingy tor«nt rushing from on high, 
Palsying our ears with its perpetuai sound. 

I had a cord about my body tied, 
Wherewith I f ormerly had thought to noose 
The Leopard shining in the dappled hide, 
Which thus my Ghiìde commanded me to use : 
First having f reed me from this girdle quite, 
I reached it, gathered in a eoil, to him ; 
Then he, a little veering towards the right, 
Cast it a certain distance from the brim 
Of the rough rock, adown the steep abyss. 
Some wonder now, methought, will soon reply 
Unto a signal new and strange as this, 
Which thus my Master seconds with his eye. 
Ah, with what caution men should aye proceed 
With those who look not merely at men's works, 
But with their intellectual vision read 
Each hidden thought which in the bosom lurks ! 
Here Virgil spake : " Full quickly from below 
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That which I watch f or and thy f ancy dreams 
Will to thy wandering sight its figure show." 
Froin uttering truth which like a f alsehood seems, 
The lip of man should evermore forbear, 
Lest he be shamed, though innocent of wrong : 
But hère I must speak boldly ; and I swear 
To thee, O reader, by this sacred song, 
So may the fame thereof f or aye endure ! 
That such a figure swimnùng met my gaze, 
Up through that thickest atmosphere obscure, 
As might have smote the bravest with amaze. 
So one who dives to set an anchor free, 
Grappling with sòme huge rock in ocean's bed. 
Or other dog that lurks beneath the sea, 
Seturns with feet drawn in and arms outspread. 
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" Behold the beast of the sharp tail, who breaks 
Through arms and walls ! who passeth mountain s, 

yea, 
Foul with his stench the whole creation makes ! " 
Thus unto me began my Guide to say, 
And beckoning up the monster to the brim, 
Nigh to the marble causeway's craggy dose, 
Straight at the sign, fraud's image foul and gi'im, 
Both head and bosom, f rom the gulf arose ; 
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AU save bis tail : he dragged not that ashore. 
Fair as an honest man's appeared bis face, 
So smooth and graeioùs an outside he wore ; 
But ali the rest was of the serpent race. 
Two branching liml^s he had, with shaggy hair 
From the paws even to the armpits decked : 
His breast, bis back, and both flanks everywhere 
With painted knots and little rings were specked. 
Never with more variety of shade, 
By any Tartar artisans or Turks, 
Was web of cloth inwoven or o'erlaid, 
Nor with more bues Arachne wove ber works. 
As barges oft lie drawn upon the strand, 
Partly ashore and partly in the tide ; 
And even as in the greedy German's land, 
The beaver, ambushing for prey, doth bidè ; 
Such was that vilest brute's insidious mode, 
While on the sand-waste's rocky rim he clung. 
In the void chasm his wriggling tail he sbowed, 
As up the envenomed, forkèd point he swung, 
Which, as in scorpions, armed its tapering end. 
And thus my Ghiide : " Towards yon accursèd beast 
Our pathway now must for a little bend, 
Where on the brink he crouches, as thou seest/' 

So to the rigbt, descending from the ledge 
More fairly to avoid the sand and flame, 
We took ten paces on the abyss's edge, 
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And closer stili to that dnsad creatore carne. 

Xow« further on that deseru I discenL. 

Nigh to the Toid« some seated on the ground ; 

And here mv Lord : *"' That thou mavst folly leam 

The nature and conditìon of this round* 

Go f orward there, and witness their distress ; 

Bui let thy parley with them be but short : 

Till thy return, this beast I will address. 

And ask for us his shoulder's strong support.*^ 

So f arther stili, upon the utmost boume 

Of that seventh cirele, ali alone I strayed, 

Whcre sat the wretehes doomed for aye to mouru : 

Oh, how their eyes their agonies betrayed ! 

Ever by tums against the fiery sleet 

And the hot sand, their swift hands they employed, 

As dogs in summer ply both jaws and feet, 

By flies or homets or by fieas annoyed. 

Then, as on certain forms I fixed mine eyes, 
On whom the torment of that fire was fiung, 
I marked, although I none could reeognize, 
That from the neck of each a pouch was hung. 
Each purse a blazon bore and special hue, 
Which seemed as 'twere their gloating gaze to 

nurse ; 
And, as I carne among them, met my yiew 
An azure emblem on a yellow purse : 
A lion's face and hearing it displayed ; 
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And onward stili as rolled mine orb of sight, 

Redder than blood another I surveyed, 

Which bore a goose, than whitest curd more wliite. 

And one, whose emblem was a teeming sow 

Emblazoned aznre on an argent pouch, 

Cried : " In this under-pit what seekest thou ? 

Begone I yet first attend what I avouch : 

Know thou, since lif e remaineth stili to thee, 

Vitaliano, once my neighbor nigh, 

ShaU sit here shortly on the left of me. 

Among these Florentines, a Paduan, I ; 

And oftentimes they thunder in mine ear : 

^ Soon with his wallet and three goats displayed 

May he approach, our sovereign eavalier ! ' " 

Grimaces then with mouth and tongue he made, 

Licking his nostril, as an ox is wout ; 

And I departed f rom the weary throng, 

Fearful by more delaying to affront 

Him who had wamed me not to Unger long. 

I found my Leader there already planted 

Fast on the flank of that detested brute ; 

And thus he said : " Be strong now, and imdaimted ! 

Such are the stairs that our descent must suit. 

Mount thou in front ; myself will midway sit, 

Lest the tail harm thee." As a mortai, shook 

By the near visit of an ague's fit, 

^VTio shudders even on the shade to look, 
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His naila al ready corpse-like with the cold, 
Such I became, Ms dreadful words to bear ; 
Till shame, whicli makea a timid servant bold 
Bef ore his good lord's frown, rebuked my fear. 

So, aa he counseled me, I took my place 
Ou those huge shoulders ; and I etrove to Bay, 
" Do thou but steady me with thy embrace," 
But terror took ali power of speeeh away. 
He tbea, who many a time and of t before, 
On great occaaion, helped me at my need, 
Wìth bis arni girdling me, my weight upbore. 
And cried aloud : " Now, Geryon, proceed I 
Make ampie sweep and graduai deacent ; 
On the new burden which thou beareat, think." 
Like to a vessel f rom its moorage went 
That monster, backing, backing, from the brìnk. 
And when he fonnd that he eould freely wheel. 
He tnnied about his outstretched tail to where 
His breast had been, moving it like an eel. 
And with Ina great paws gathered in the air. 



I doubt ìf Phaethon more wild became 
With terror. when he let the bridle go, 
And Heaven'fi vault, kìndling, caught the suddrn 



Whereiif the akìea even yet nomo token show ;' 
11- hapleas Icarus, when firat he felt 



I 

uddm 



CANTO THE SEVENTEENTH. 91 

CTlx« whilst his father cried, " TTiou steer^st 

amiss / ") 
Tlxo wax beginning from his wings to melt, 
Xha.li I, thus launched upon the void abyss. 
Na^xght but the beast was possible to view : 
He slowly, slowly wound in many a curve ; 
TlxoTigh only from a wind, which upward blew 
Against my face, his course I could observe. 
I^o^^m on the right, I heard the whirlpool seethe, 
^^here splashìng fell the homble eascade ; 
-A.xxd, straìning forth my neck to gaze beneath, 
A.-fc the dread plunge I grew stili more afraid. 
Sixci groans I heard, and saw such giare of fires, 
Thereat I shrunk, ali quivering with affright, 
-A^Tid marked his manner of descent, in spires, 
^'V'iiich imtil now the darkness kept from sight. 

^^^v, on each side, new horrors I snrvey ; 

-^nd like a hawk that scouring long the skies 
^ithout discovering either Iure or prey, 

Till, '* JJa, thou Wtfaltering I " the vexed falconer 

crìes; 
-^8 tired he sinks to where he started light, 
^^d in a hundred whirls careering round, 
"erches disdainfully, and fuU of spite, 
^3rr from his lord, at last upon the ground ; 
^ Geryon, stooping, set us on our f eet 
l'own at the base of that rude cliif abhorred ; 




And straight, disburthened, bounded off au fle«^ 
As ever any arrow f rom a cord. 
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Hell hath a region Malebolge called. 

Ali rock and iron-colored, like the ateep 

Wlierewith aronnd the wieked fold la walled;^ 

A well jawns through its eentre, wide and deejv- 

In its due order I nhall speak of this ; 

But f or that girdle which remams between 

The priìcipice'a foot and the abyss, 

To part the apace ten trenches intervene. 

Ab where some caatle to defend from stoim, 

Moats after moats beyond the walls appear, 

Giving the land there its peculiar form, 

Such was the fashion of these bell-pits hen* 1 

And in such fortresses aa bi-iilgea cross 

From the tower's tbresbold to the fartJier h 

So, from the eUff's base, rocka arched ereiy 

From brink to brink, till in the well they sank. 
The great chasm cuts and gatbers ali at last : 
And in this realm, when Gerjon from his back 
Ilad «baken us, the Poet Rtraightway passed 
To the left band, I foUowing stili h 
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tway passed J 
I hiH track. ^^1 
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Now, on my right, new miseries pained my view ; 
Another kind of scourgers was employed, 
And the first trench was filled with tormeiits new. 
Two ranks of naked sinners paeed the voìd : 
-^^wards us advancing carne the nearer band ; 
■^ «e f arther strode more rapidly along, 
J^iie way we went : the Bomans thus have planned 
^^ l'egulate the passage of the throng 
'*^hen, on the year of jubilee, each train, 
y i^^ason of such numbers, keeps one side : 
^^^ towards the eastle and Saint Peter's fané 

^^^ing, the other towards the mount doth glide. 
^*^ o'er the dun rock scattered I could see 
^^^ons with homs ; each plied a mighty whip, 
^^Ixing them sorely on their backs : ah me, 
^"Vv the first sting made those poor sinners skip 1 
^^e stayed a second nor a third, but fled. 
^^ stili proceeding, lo ! amid the swarm 
^^ I observed of whom I quickly said : 
"'^ine eyes ere now have feasted on that form 1 " 
^^^ fixed my gaze his f eatures to retrace, 

*^ile my dear Leader lingered at my side ; 
^^, suflFered me to wander back a pace 
^'Vvards the flayed wretch that vainly sought to 

hide* 
^Vxily he hung his head, for I exclaimed : 
^^ou art Venètico, although thine eyes 
"^^oid my look ; Caccianimico named 1 
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Unleas that fa^e thy actual self belies. 

But what has brought tliee to thia bitter cup?9 

" To teli," Ile answered, " I am ÌE mclined, 

But must ; for thy clear accent conjures up 

The (lear old world's rtmembrance to my u 

'T waa I the bcauteouB Isola betrajed 

To the vile Mai'quis, his dusire to please, 

However else that shamef ul tali? be laaid ; 

Nor weep I heru the only Bolognese : 

So swanns this crowded region wìth our r 

That f ewer living tongues say ' sipa ' now 

Betwìxt S avena' a and the Keno's banks. 

Wouldst be assurtjd thereof , reraember thoa 

IIow deeply avarice in our nature growa." 

While thus he apake a demon drove Hm on 

With his fell whip, erying, betwixt the blowa : 

" Pander ! No women to let bere : begone 1 " 

I left the wretch, and now rojoined my Ghiide ; 
Only a few atepa brought uà where extended 
One of those rocks that jut from the bank-aide, 
Which we full nimbly to the right ascended. 
Up o'er the crag continuing thus our march, 
We left thoae everlaating round» of woe, 
And reached the aununlt where it forma an areh 
For the acourgetl rnultitude to pass below. 
"' Stop," said my Leader ; " let this other crew 
Of ill-Htarrud miscreants thy full viaion sti'ihe. 
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Whose faces have not fairly met thy view, 
Seeing our course and theirs were both alike." 

From the old bridge the sinners we beheld 
Toward us advaneing now, that adverse band, 
In the same manner by the lash compelled ; 
And thus my Lord, ere I could make demand : 
" Observe yon mighty one that, 'mid the train, 
For ali his misery seems no tear to shed : 
How much his f eatures yet the king retain 1 
'T is Jason, basely both with heart and head 
Who robbed the Colehians of their fleece of gold : 
Fast by the Lemnian isle he set his sails, 
When the fierce women, pitiless and bold, 
Had slain by savage compact ali their males. 
There with love-gifts and passion well profest 
Hypsipyle, young virgin, he beguiled, 
Who had herself deluded ali the rest ; 
Then full of grief he left her, and with chUd. 
Such condenmation for such crime is meet ! 
Here too Medea's wrong he must atone : 
With him go ali who practice like deceit. 
Enough of this first vaUey now is known, 
Enough of those whom that fierce torment rends." 

Now carne we where our pathway's narrow ridge 
Across the second boundary's rim extends 
Which serves as buttress to another bridge. 



r 
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Thence heard we people in the treneli lieneath 

Wlio, Badly moaning, slap themselves full sore, 

And through their moutlis and nostrìls chokeci *"' 

breathe. 
With a foul iiiould the sidea were cmsted o'er; 
Exhaling from below, it clung thereto, 
Offering aruioyance both to smeli and sight : 
So deep the den ìts bottoni none inight vìew, 
Save from the rocky bridge's topmost height. 
Hither we carne, and in the pit below 
I saw a multitude in ordm-e drowned 
Which Beemed from bmnan reseivoirs to flow ; 
And, as with searching eye I peered around, 
One with a head bo Ioaded I descried 
'T were hard to say if priest or laynian he. 
" Wherefore so much more greedily," he cried, 
*'Tlian these my brother brutta regard'at tba« 

me?" 
" Because," I said, " unless my memory stray» 
l 've seen thee with dry locfes more neatly drest : 
Thou 'rt a Lucchese, Alessio Interminei I 
Therefore I mark thee more than ali the rest." 

He mumbled, thumping on bis pumpkìn paté : 
" Flattery, whereof my tongue hml ue'er ita fili, 
ThuB low bath simk me to tbis loathsome fate." 
Ilereat my Guide : " Gaze farther onward stìll^ 
A little farther ; till tby vision meet 
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loose harlot, squalid and obscene, 
o croucheth now, now riseth on her f eet, 
of ten tears herself with nails imclean. 
is the lewd Thais who made answer thus, 
en ber swain asked ber if ber tbanks were 
great : 
Oli yes ! my gratitude is marvelous 1 ' 

bere be ibis enougb our gaze to sate." 
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Simon Magus 1 O ye wretebes led 
^y bim, wbo stili tbe gifts of Heaven's great Sire, 
"^VTiieb sbould alone witb boliness be wed, 
^^^ake prostitute f or gold and silver bire, 

fow must tbe trumpet sound for you I wbose doom 
^8 tbis tbird pit. Ascending now again, 
^"^/Ve carne above tbe next succeeding tomb 
~^MTiere tbe crag spans tbe middle of tbe den. 
^^^isdom supreme, wbat wondrous art in Heaven, 
On earib, and in tbe wieked world is sbown 1 
"Wbat just aUotment bas tby goodness given 1 
I saw tbe surface of tbe livid stono 
O'er side and bottom pierced witb many a bole 
Of equal size, and every bole was roimdj 
Sucb as about tbe great baptismal bowl 
-are in my beautiful Saint Jobn's Cburcb found 
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(No less nor larger they appeared to me) ; 
One of which holes, not many years ago, 
I brake to set a stifled creature f ree : 
Let ali the truth by this avowal know. 

Forth from eaeh mouth a sinner's quivering feet 

And legs protruded, far as to the ealf, 

Both soles afire 1 burning with fiereest heat. 

Buried within remained the other half . 

Such fearful spasms the ankle-joints o'ercame, 

The force had snndered withes and ropes to shreds : 

As when anointed things are bnmt, the flame 

Swims o'er the surf ace first and flickering spreads, 

Even such this blaze appeared, from toe to heel. 

" Master," I asked, " what wretch is writhing there, 

With greater anguish than his comrades feel, 

Sucked by that flame of a more sanguine giare ? " 

He answered : " I will bear thee, if thou wilt. 

Down there, by yon more graduai decline. 

So shalt thou learn from him his name and guilt." 

And I to him : " Thy pleasure stili is mine ; 

Thou art my Lord, thou know'st my silent thought. 

And knowest from thy will I never stray." 

Me then he straight on that fourth causeway 

brought. 
And leftward turning, we pursued our way 
Down to the pent and perf orated space ; 
Nor did he from his hip set down my load 
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Till he had home me to the open place 
Through which that sinner's lìmbs hìs anguish 
showed. 

" Whoe'er thou art, O spirit full of woe I 
That in this rock, thus planted like a stake, 
Art doomed to hold thine upper part below, 
If thou canst utter aught, some answer make." 
I stood confessor-like (in act to shrive 
Some vile assassin who, his feet in air, 
Calls back the friar, to Unger stili alive) ; 
And he cried out : " Ha, Boniface I art there ? 
Thou, standing there ! already come to fate ? 
The writing then by several years hath lied : 
So soon thy soul could that possession sate 
For which thou didst beguile the beauteous bride 
Thenceforth by thee so cruelly abused ? " 
Here I became like those who vainly seek 
To comprehend some answer, ali confused 
As if bemocked, unknowing what to speak. 

Then Y^^gil thus : " Reply without delay, 
* I am not he, not he thou hast believed.' " 
Therefore I answered as he bade me say. 
The spirit writhing both his feet as grieved. 
Sighing, he asked, in accents moaning low : 
" Desir'st thou aught of me ? What wouldst thou, 
then? 
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Know, if it so concern thy soni to know 

That thou hast ventured to explore this den, 

I the great mantle wore, and was indeed 

A true Orsini, whelp of that she-bear 

Whose cubs I strove to advance, with such good 

speed 
That l 'm bagged here as I bagged money there. 
Headlong beneath my head are buried more, 
Crammed in this roek's inexorable chink, 
Who practieed simony like me bef ore : 
So I, in my turn, f arther down shall sink ; 
Ay, soon as he approacheth whom my tongue 
Hastily greeted, as I thought, in thee ; 
But I reversed, with burning soles, have hung 
Longer than he, with his, shall planted be. 
For after him shall f ollow, from the west, 
A lawless pastor, uglier far of deed, 
By whom we both shall farther down be pressed : 
One of whose like in Maccabees we read ; 
Another Jason, whom his king of old 
Favored as this one he whom France obeys." 
I know not here but I was over-bold 
That thus I ventured my reply to phrase : 
" What sum now, teli me, did Our Lord demand. 
In the first instance, and how large a fee, 
His keys consigning to Saint Peter's hand ? 
Surely he asked no more but ' FoUow me ' 1 
Nor gold nor silver Peter and the rest 
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Asked of Matthias, when the lot he drew 
Por that high place which Judas had possessed ; 
Theref ore remain I thy doom is justly due : 
Take thou good care of that ill-gotten gain 
Which boldened thee to join 'gainst Charles in 

strife. 
And did not reverence my tongue restrain 
For the high charge thou held'st in joyous life 
(Those mighty keys which were of yore thine own), 
I could have spoke in terms more bitter stili : 
Thine avarice makes the universe to groan, 
Trampling down good men, and exalting ili. 
The Evangelist, ye priests ! had sight of you, 
When she that, bom with seven heads, conunits 
Whoredom with kings was present to his view 
(The one that over many waters sits) ; 
She that in sign of power ten homs displayed, 
While yet her spouse the ways of virtue sought : 
Your God of gold and silver ye have made ! 
DifFers the idolater from you in aught 
Save that he worships one, and hundreds ye ? 
Ah, Constantine 1 to how much ili gave birth 
Not thy conversion, but that dower by thee 
Given the first Pope whose treasure was of earth ! " 

And while I sang to him in such a strain, 
Whether it were by conscience stung or rage, 
Both of his blazing soles he writhed amain ; 
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Which I believe well pleased my guiding Sage, 
Since ever with so satisfied a look 
He Kstened to the tmtlis my words expressed. 
My body then with both his arms he took ; 
And when he had me whoUy on his breast, 
E-emounted by the way he held before, 
Nor slacked his grasp as wearied with his charge, 
But to the archway's top my burden bore 
Which joins the f ourth to the sueceeding marge. 
Here gently down my Master set his load ; 
Gently, f or steep and rugged was the height, 
Which very goats had f ound no easy road : 
Thence a new trench lay open to my sight. 
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Now of new punishment I have to sing, 

And more material for the twentieth strain 

Of this first portion of my poem bring, 

The part which treats of people sunk in pain. 

I stood already gazing, eager-eyed, 

Down the disclosed abyss, which overflowed 

With woeful tears, and there a race descried 

Who towards us through the trenchèd circuit 

strode. 
Silent and weeping, with the solemn gait 
Of men who chant the litanies, they came ; 
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And, as mine eye more closely scanned their state, 
Strangely reversed appeared each sinner's frame. 
Twisted where neek doth ehin and chest unite, 
High o'er their loins their visages they held ; 
Having bef ore them thus no power of sight, 
To walk with baekward step they were compelled. 
Perhaps, ere now, by palsy's powerful touch. 
Some wretch there may have been so wrenehed 

about, 
But, f or myself , I never witnessed such ; 
And ìf one ever were, I greatly doubt. 
Think, reader, now (God only grant thou reap 
Good from thy reading I ), how eould I so near 
Behold our form distorted thus, and keep 
These cheeks of mine uumoistened with a tear ? 
For down the channel of their backs there erept 
Rivers of tears ; so that I leaned beside 
One of the splinters of the rock, and wept ; 
For which reproved me thus my kindly Guide : 

" Art thou, too, like the rest, bereft of sense ? 
Here piety most lives when pity dies. 
What guilt can greater be than his offense 
Who views God's justice with compassion's eyes ? 
Lift, lift thine head I at him look yonder now 
For whom earth opened in the Thebans' sight, 
While ali exclaimed : ' Ha ! whither rushest thou, 
Amphiaràus ? why f orsake the fight ? ' 
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Meanwhìle he f eli, in hopeless min, far 

As Minos, monarch of the all-seizing clutch : 

See how his bosom now his shoulders are 1 

Once he would f ain have forward seen too mneh, 

Therefore he backward walks, with eyes behind. 

Behold Tiresias next, the seer who took 

A f emale shape, yea, whoUy changed his kind, 

Wearing a woman's limbs, a woman's look ; 

And his male plumage ere he eould restore 

Needs must he use again his magic rod 

And strike therewith those coupling snakes once 

more. 
Anms Comes after, doomed like him to plod. 

" 'Mid the white marbles up in Luni's hills, 
Whose sides the peasant, nestling at their base 
Down in the village of Carrara, tiUs, 
He had a cavem for his dwelling-place : 
Thence he could gaze, with naught his eye to 

check 
From gazing on the stars and on the sea. 
But look at her whose dangling tresses deck 
Her breast that is not visible to thee : 
Behold how ali her hair bef ore her grows 1 
Manto she was, who searched through many a 

clime 
Till in my birthplace she obtained repose ; 
Wherefore, I pray thee, listen for a time. 
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p the maiden's royal father died, 
^^^Tx^n Bacchus' town a tyrant's thrall became, 
I-«ori.g tlirough the worid she wandered far and 

wide. 
trj> in fair ItaJy a lake, by name 
■^^i^sujus, Kes, beneath those Alps which, o'er 
^^^ Tyrol soaring, Germany impale : 
-^ t^lftousand fountains, I beKeve, and more, 
^attJbe Apennine 'twixt Garda and the vale 
^axx^oniea, then sinmber in that lake : 
Ua.:»r^ by, Trent's bishop and Verona's might, 
^^i'til Brescia's too, if they that way should take, 
"'^'^^ir benediction gìve with equal right. 
^-t^^re wider spaee the sloping shore permits, 
*^^^ Bergamese and Brescians to confront, 



^'toong and sightly hold, Peschiera sits : 
"^^^^^^ swobi Benacns to o'erflow is wont, 
"^^^3 forms a stream whereby the meads are 
crossed ; 
^^•s when the waves a headlong rìver grow 
^-^^ir name Benacns is in Mincius lost, 
*^*^^^^ as Governo, where it f alls in Po. 

^--^n in its conrse the current finds a bed, 
E^^^^^eadinff o'er which it settles to a marsh, 
-fcence of t in snmmer pestilence is bred. 
^"t^her she came, this virgin sad and harsh ; 
-^"-^^d finding in the middle of the f en 
^ "vacant waste ali desolate and bare. 



l 
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Yeammg to slinu ali interconrse with men, 

She Btopped and £xed ber habitation there. 

Here wìtb ber slaves she plied ber wieked a 

Bat left ber body tenantless at length : 

Then people, seattered round the neighboring 9 

Gatheretl tbereto as to a place of strength 

(Being on ali aides by tlie marsb proteeted), 

And over ber dead bones a city walled, 

Tbe wbicb, from ber who first tbe spot selected, 

Witbout more auguiy, tbey Mantua called. J 

Ere Casalodi's foolishness bad been 

By Pinamonte's artifìce deceìved, 

Its walls a greater multitude shut io. 

I ebarge thee be tbis tme account believed, 

Wbatever falsf narration tbou majst bear, 

Of my land's origiu," I thus replied : 

" Master, my faitb in thee 13 so sincere. 

In tby relation I must needs coufide ; 

AJl other talea dead embers are to me : 

Eut teli me now, of those that onward go, 

Any of notice wortby dosttbou see? 

For that alone my mind is bent to know." 

" He," Vu^ answered, " from wbose cbeél^ 

traila 
A beard o'er sboulders of a dusby bue, 
Wa» once, wben Greece was so bereft of n 
Tbat even the cradles bardly held a few, 
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The soothsayer Eurypylus, the same, 

In Aulis, who with Calchas gave the sign 

For the first cable to be cut, His fame 

Lives in that lof ty tragie verse of mine : 

Thou well know'st where, who knowest ali my 

strain. 
That other yonder, round the loins so small, 
Was Michael Scott, who truly could explain 
The magic art with its impostures aU. 
See Guy Bonatti I on Asdente look ! 
Eepenting now sincerely, but too late, 
That e'er his thread and leather he forsook 
To meddle with the mysteries of fate. 
Behold those wretched women that resìgned 
Spindle and shuttle for more dangerous arms ; 
Who threw aside their needles, and divined, 
With herbs and unages contriving charms. 

" But come I already dose to the confines 
Of either hemisphere, the wanderer Gain 
Gomes with his thom-bush, and his orb declines 
Low under Seville, dipping in the main. 
The moon thou know'st was rounded yestemight : 
Thou shouldst remember well how oft she shone, 
Through the deep wood, to aid thee with her light. 
Thus he to me : meanwhìle we traveled on. 
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WiTH other talk pursuing thus our marche 

But what, my comedy cares not to say, 

We reached the top of the suceeeding arch^ 

And paused, another fissure to survey. 

More vain laments here Malebolge breathes ; 

And dark it looked, yea, wondrously obseure. 

Like sticky. pitch, that during winter seethes 

In the Venetians' arsenal, to cure 

Their wounded shìps (for, since the time 

Their navigation, in that leisure one 

Kebuilds his bark, another calks the rents 

In some old hull that many a course hath run ; 

O'er bow, o'er stem, the busy hammerers bend ; 

Some fashion oars, and some huge cables twine. 

And some the mizzen, some the mainsail mend). 

So, not by force of fìre, but art divine, 

Down underneath, a thick tar boiled and swelled, 

Wherewith on either side the bank was smeared. 

I saw the liquid, but therein beheld 

Naught but the bubbles which the boiling reared ; 

I saw it heave, and then, comprest, subside : 

And while I gazed intently as I could 

Down in the den, " Beware ! " my Leader cried. 

And drew me toward himself f rom where I stood. 
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I tumed, like one who lingers to behold 
Something that, seen, might well persuade his 

flight, 
Yet, as bis blood with sudden f ear grows cold, 
Checks not bis speed to satisfy bis sigbt ; 
And saw a fiend, not far bebind our back, 
Kusbing up towards us o'er tbe rocky road. 
How f eli bis aspect was ! bow fierce and black ! 
And ob, wbat enielty bis gesture sbowed ! 
Swiftly, witb outspread wings, be skimmed bis way ; 
Across bis bigb and peakèd sboulder cast, 
A sinner's carcass on botb banncbes lay, 
Tbe fiend tbe ankle-sinew griping fast. 
" Ye of our bridge," be cried, " curst-claws ! I bear 
One of Saint Zita's elders in my clutcb : 
Plunge bim down deep, and back I will repair 
To f etcb you more. His land breeds plenty sucb : 
Tbere, save Bonturo, every man 's a ebeat ; 
Tbere yes of no for money tbey can make." 
Hurling bim down, back o'er tbe bard rock, fleet 
He sped like a mastiff set some tbief to take. 
Tbe sinner plunged, tben, doubled up, arose, 
Wbile undemeatb tbe bridge more demons cried : 
" No sacred visage Malebolge knows ! 
Far diflferent swimming tbis from Sercbio's tide ! 
Unless by our fell forks tbou wouldst be maimed. 
Look lest tbou get above tbe pitcb by cbance." 
More tban a bundred prongs at bim tbey aimed. 
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Crying : " Here under cover tìiou must dance I 
So, if thou 'rt able, do thy filching hid 1 " 
And struck him down as cunningly as cooks, 
Lest the meat rise above the cauldron, bid 
Their scullions keep it under with their liooks. 

Then my good Master : ^^ Lest it should be seen 
That thou art here, conceal thee and crouch dowiB- 
Behind this rock, and let it be thy screen. 
Whate'er they threat me, fear thou net thei 

frown: 
Well I f oreknow their conduct and th* event, 
Having before endured as fierce a brunt." 
Then down the bridge to the sixth bank he went, 
Where needed he to wear a f earless front. 
With equal f ury and such storm of wrath 
As when dogs fly some loiterer to attack, 
Who stops and cries f or alms upon his path, 
Rushed from beneath the bridge the spitef ul pack^ 
And against him their weapons pointed ali ; 
But Virgil cried : " Let none his rage display. 
Ere on my form you let your flesh-hooks fall. 
Come f orward one, and hear what I would say. 
Let him consider then of striking me.' 
The fiends ali shouted : " Malacoda, go ! 
Whereat one moved ; the rest remaining, he 
Carne growHng on : " What brings thee bore 

below ? " 
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" Believ'st thou, Malacoda, thou hadsthere," 
My Master said, " seen me, despite your hate, 
Walk f rom ali liarm seeure and void of f ear, 
Without the will divine and f avoring fate ? 
Through this wild way this mortars feet to guide 
Heaven grants me power : dare not my course to 

stop I " 
Straight at these words so fell the demon's pride 
Down at his feet he let his hell-f ork drop ; 
" We must not strike him," saying to the rest. 
My Leader then : " O thou who cowerest there 
Amid the splinters of the bridge eomprest, 
Hither to me securely now repair I " 
So scrambling forth, I sped me to his side, 
Yet as the devils their advance renewed 
Shuddered lest by their truce they might not bidè. 
So shook the infantry that once I viewed, 
When they by compact f rom Caprona came, 
To see themselves hemmed round so by their foes ; 
And clinging to my Guide with ali my frame, 
I gazed, and couldnot move my gaze from those. • 
No trait of goodness tempered their bad looks. 
" Wouldst thou," growled one, " I hit him on the 

hip?" 
The others answered, aiming down their hooks : 
" Ay, fork him, fellow ! let him feel it nip." 
But he, the fiend that with my Leader spake, 
Cried, tuming quick : " Stay, Scarmiglione, stay I " 
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Then unto us : " No f arther can you take 
In this direction o'er these crags your way : 
Ali ruined lies the sixtn arch to the base. 
If 't is your object onward to proceed 
Along this margent, ye must keep your pace ; 
Hard by, another rock will serve your need. 
For know that yesterday, five hours more late 
Than this self hour, twelve hundred rolling years 
Threescore and six, fulfilled the course of fate, 
Since here the way was shattered as appears. 



" THther I send this brìgade of my crew 
To mark if any peer above the scum : 
Go with them ; harmless they shall be to you. 
Then he began : " Come, Alichino, come 1 
Come, Calcabrina, and Cagnazzo, thou ! 
And Barbarìccia ! thou the ten shalt lead ! 
Now, Libicocco, Draghinazzo, now ! 
Fanged Cirìatto ! Graffiacane, speed ! 
Mad Rubicante, Farfarello, march ! 
And round about the boiling pitch explore : 
These give saf e conduct far as that next arch, 
Which, ali entire, the cavems crosseth o'er." 



» 



" O Master mine ! " said I, " what is 't I see ? 

Alone let us without an escort go : 

I ask none, if the way be known to thee. 

Look at yon grinning fiends ! what tusks they show ! 
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%^axkest thou not, if prudence rule thee stili, 
%A^ith what a menace those f eli brows are bent ? " 
^ Fear not," he answered : " let them snarl at will ; 
is for their seething victims only meant." 
\j the left bank the fiendish cohort veered ; 
>ut each his tongue first pressed his teeth between, 
with this sìgnal at their leader leered, 
^^/VTio blew a bugie-note of sound obscene. 
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^ HAVE, ere now, seen cavalry shif t camp, 
IBegìn the assault, and muster in array ; 
JìilA sometimes in retreat with rapid tramp ; 
Xight horsemen o'er your fields have I seen play, 
Ye Aretines ! and squadrons as they passed, 
The clash of toumaments and tilting knights, 
Sometimes with drums and of t with trumpet blast, 
And bells and signals given f rom eastle heights, 
With f oreign instruments, and with our own ; 
But borse or f oot I never saw bef ore 
Moving to music of so strange a tone, 
Nor ship, by any sign of star or shore. 

With those ten fiends we went. Ah, troop of sin 1 

Fearful eompanionship 1 but ever so 

With saints at church, with gourmands at an inn. 
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Yet I gazed only at tlie pitch below ; 

Bent ali the contents of that den to view. 

And who those miglit be scalding there inside 

And hkc as dolphins wam a wattliful crew 

Meana for their vessel'a safety to provide, 

Bj their arched backs tliat coniing storms io 

bode, 
So to relieve the torture's keen extreme, 
At times his back a quiveiing sinner ahowed, 
Then vanished quicker than the lightnÌBg's gleaC 
And just aa frogs that stand, with noaea cut 
On a pool's margin, but beneath it hide 
Their feet and ali their bodies but the anout, 
So stood the aìmiers there on every side. 
But Hoon as Barbarieeia drew more near. 
Under the bubbles ducked they down fidi swift. 
1 witneased then what thrills me yet with fear : 
One, lingering longer, with Ili 8 head uplift, 
As one frog stays, wlille darta the next away, 
Whom Graffiacane, beìng nearest, booked 
Forth by the tarry locka, a writhing prey 
Like a speared otter to my aight he looked I 

I knew each demon'a appellation now, 
For when selected, I had marked them well. 
And when one hailed his mate, I noticed 1 
Then thns 1 lieard them ali together yell : 
*' O RubicaQt« I &c tlioee claws of thina 



CANTO THE TWENTY-^SECOND. 116 

So ixi hìs back that thou his carcase flay ! " 
TTi^xi I : " If thou art able, Master mine, 
I^^rfox'm thyself concerning him, I pray : 
WTixcD is the luckless wretch that thus hath chanced 
■^-*^^ elutch of such keen enemies to bidè ? " 
^l^^sc to his side my Leader then advaneed, 
^^ying: "Whence camest thou?" And he re- 
plied: 

^^^varre's proud kingdom was my native place : 

mother put me in a lord's employ, 
^x^ she had home me to a spendthrift base, 
^^^■^t both himself and substance to destroy. 
"^^^^ good king Tybalt next I served, and here 
"^^^ X^eculation ali my thoughts I turned, 
^^^«^ which I render an account so dear, 
^ 'tihis hot punishment where I am bumed." 
*^^ii Ciriutto, f rom whose chaps there gleamed 
*^N)arish tusk on either side his jaws, 
^^ ^tà one of them the miscreant's maw unseamed. 



mouse had f alien into cruel paws ! 
^'"'*' Barbariccia with a fell embrace 



^'^^^'^sped him, and shouted : " Stand aside : let me 
■^^'^pple him first." Therewith he tumed his 
_ face 

^^^ards my Lord, saying : " If your will it be 
;J;^^^ leam more of him, quickly make request, 
tore some other fiend the caitiff tear." 
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My Leader then : " Say if amid the rest, 
Under the pitch, a Latian soul be there ? 



» 



The shade repKed : " I left not long ago 
One that of Latium was a neighbor near ; 
Ah, were I with him covered deep below ! 
Nor talons there nor hell-hook should I fear." 
Then Libicocco : " We 've endured too long ; " 
And in the sinner's arm his weapon stuck, 
Bringing away a sinew on his prong. 
His legs, too, Draghinazzo would have struck, 
But stemly round their fierce decurion glared ; 
And when their f ury was a little stayed, 
My Guide, without delay, of him who stared 
On his gashed limb, this f urther question made : 
" Whom didst thou leave (through such ill-timed 

desire 
To come ashore) below there as thou say'st?" 
" That vessel full of ali deceit, the f riar 
Gomita," he replied, " Gallura's pest. 
Having his master's enemies in charge. 
He served them so that each commends his love ; 
For bribes, he owns, he let them go at largo ; 
And in his other offices above 
No petty barterer he, but prince in guile ; 
Don Michael Zanche, lord of Logodore, 
Talks with him stili about Sardinia's isle, 
Of that loved theme unwearied evermore. 
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v)h nae ! look, look ! with what ferocious air 
Inat other demon grìns : more I would say, 
^^d I not dread lest yonder fiend prepare 
W itli his curst hook my tettered liìde to flay ! " 

-■^ere thelr great general, while with eyes askant 
^ lerce Farfarello seemed about to smite, 
-*-Umed romid and cried : " Malignant kite, 

avaimt ! " 
A xie wretch resumed, stili quivering with affright : 

If ye would see or hear among this pack 
"■-Uscans or Lombards, I will summon such ; 
■■^^t these curst-claws but stand a little back, 
^^ ttat they need not f ear their vengeful clutch, 
' sittìng down here in this place with you, 
^'^^H for myself make seven appear instead, 
^^>ou as I whistle ; as we use to do 
^'^liene'er a ghost may safely raise his head." 
'^^ tihis Cagnazzo, wagging to and fro 

^^ paté, and curling up his nostril, cried : 
^^*^ear his malicious craft, to plunge below ! " 
-^^^^ he, so rich in trickeries, repKed : 



^a, too malicious, seeking to obtain 
r^^^^i^ misery for my comrades in the lake." 
^^^^:« Alichin no longer could refrain, 

^ti raised his voice against the rest and spake : 



thou plunge in, l 'U not give chase af oot, 
^t o'er the pitch my pinions I will beat ; 
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Come, be this bank's high screen between ns put ! 
See if thou singly may with us compete." 

A novel sport, now, reader, shalt thou bear : 

Soon as eacb fiend f rom that sbore turned bis look, 

He first of ali wbo most bad seemed austere, 

Tbe Navarrese tbat lucky moment took. 

Set hÌ8 f eet finnly on the ground, and spnmg 

Freed, in a moment, f rom tbeir plotted toil ! 

Witb sudden f ury every devil was stung ; 

But cbìef tbe fiend tbat caused tbem sucb a f oiL 

He sped amain, cryìng : " Tbou 'rt caugbt 1 " but 

slow 
His pinions proved, and little tbey availed 
To matcb tbe fear of bim wbo dived below; 
And back again witb soaring breast be sailed. 
Even tbus, wbene'er a falcon boveretb nigb, 
Drops tbe duck suddenly beneatb tbe wave, 
Jaded and gaUed bis f oe retums on bigb. 
Fresb rage tbis trick to Calcabrina gave : 
Greedy for strif e, dose after bim be flew, 
Glad tbat tbe gbost's escape bad given bim cause ; 
And wben tbe barterer vanisbed from bis vìew, 
Straigbt in bis fellow-fiend be fixed bis claws. 
Higb o'er tbe fosse be grappled witji bim fast ; 
But in return tbe otber clawed bim well, 
Proving bimself a powerful bawk. At last 
Amid the boiling pitch tbey struggling f eli. 
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^^^ Ixeat soon parted them : involved they sank, 
An^ tìieir clogged pinions vainly strove to soar ; 
^^t: Barbariccia f rom the other bank 
iMoaned with his mates, and sent to aid tbem f our. 
^^'if tly they sped with ali their hooks, and thrust 
llxeir prongs to resene the entangled pair, 
"^^^^^eady baked within that covering crust ; 
"^-^d in this f ray we lef t them stmggling there. 
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"'-'^•^ìnt we walked, in solitary mode, 
"^y ^Master f oremost, and myself behind, 
f^^ So the gray Franeiscans on their road ; 
tùie the late quarrel occupied my mind, 
^^^ to my memory that old fable came 

^^^ching the frog and mouse which -^sop wrote : 
^^^"fc ay and yea more signify the same 
"■^^^oi these two stories, if with caref ul note 
^^ mark the occasion and the end of both. 
'^^"^^ since one thought is f rom another bred, 
^ f rom that first a seeond had its growth, 
^' liich brought back doublé ali my f ormer dread, 
^y trembling heart this f ancy flashed aeross : 
"'^'^^se demons through our agency have met 
^^Scomfiture, with moekery, too, and loss, 
^Uch as must needs their fiendish natures f ret. 
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If rage increase that evil will of theirs, 

They wUl pursue us fiereer in their spìte 

Than the f eli hounil the leverei whlch he tears : 

1 felt eaoh hair with horror stand upright. 

" Master," I aaid, intently gazing back, 

" Unlesa tbou quickly Mde thyaelf and me. 

I fear from these eurst-elawa a freah attack ; 

Already close hehind us they muat be ; 

Yea, I ùnagine I can feci their hooks." 

And he replied : " Were I of leaded glass, 

I could not sooner catch thine oiitward looka 

Than ìnto mine thy inmost aotil doth pass. 

Mingling with mine this inatant carne thy thonght^* 

The sanie in bearbig and in face as mine ; 

So that of both one coimael I bave wrouglit. 

If now tbia right-hand shore ao much incline 

That to thù pit below we may deacend. 

The imaginary chase we shall avoid." 

Of this advice he had not made an end 

Before I aaw them on their piniona buoyed : 

Towards us, at no great distanee, fierce they flew, 

As 't were to atrike us with their takìng darts. 

Quìek to himself my Guide my person drew, 

Even like a mother whom some outcry starts, 

Waking, that seca the enkindled flames, and wild 

Snatches lier son and fliea without delay, 

Not even to catch (moi-e caring for lier chìld 

Than for herself) one garment on ber wa^*; 



I 



1 
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A.Tx^ from the suimnit of the flinty bank^ 
^o^w~n by the pendant rock which bars one side 
^^ tiie succeeding treneh, supine he sank. 
^or e'er did water through a conduit glide 
'▼ ith swifter flow to tum a land-nùll's wheel, 
^^'Hen to the very paddles near impelled, 
^haa down that ridge my Master sped with zeal, 
'''^Tiile on his breast my body's weight he held. 
^^us hearing me as I had been his son, 
•^ot mere companion, scaree his feet had gained 
"^l^e bed below, when those we strove to shim 
*^^ached the cliff o'er us : he unmoved remained. 
^ ^^p that high Providenee which willed that they 
^ '^r the fifth pit in ministry preside 
"*^ ^^pfcids them ali beyond its bounds to stray. 
^^^r^ now a painted people we descried : 

slow, with jaded look and toilsome guise, 
^3r went their round with lamentable moan, 
^obes with low-hung cowls that hid their eyes, 
shaped like those the monks wear at Cologne. 




Jed outside, with dazzling ray they glared ; 
^ ^'fchin, ali lead, and of a load so great 




i.t Frederic's were of straw, with these compared : 
"^veary mantle ! everlasting weight ! 
^ ith them together, listening their eomplaint, 
^U toward the lef t, around the chasm we kept ; 
^^"t with the burden of their vesture f aint 
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The weary tribe witli lagging footstepa crept. 

Thus to new spirits at each step we carne. 

I aaked my Guide tlien : " May (Jiere not be foum 

Some one distinguished by bis deeds ' 

In ValMng with tbem, pray thee look around." 



i 



And one who seemed the Tuscan speeeh to knoH 

Bebind U9 called : " Your rapid pace restraìn, 

Y(S wbo througli ibis murk air so swìftly go 1 

From me, percbaiiee, tby wish thou uiayst obtwn/* 

At this my Leader turned and whispered ; " Hold — 

Stay thy quick step and bis companion be." 

I stopped, and saw two shades wbose visage told 

How eagerly tbey longed to be witb me. 

Tbeir load and clogged path hìndered their | 

vance ; 
But, having reached us, long witboat a word 
With wondei-ing eyes tbey looked at me a 
Then, tm^ing, thus together they conferred : 
" One seems alive by motion of bis tbroat ; 
And by what privilege, if they be dead, 
Go they uncovered witb the leaden coat ? " 
Tben thus addressing me alone tbey said : 
" Thou to this conclave wbo art newly come 
Of wretched bypocrites, O Tuscan ! deìgn 
To speak witb us, nor in disdain be dumb ; 
Say wbo thou art." I answered in thia straintif 
" In the great city on fair Amo's flow 
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This form I wear, and always have wom, grew. 
But who are ye adown whose cheeks this woe 
Distilleth, as I see, such bitter dew ? 
What glìttering pain is that wherewith ye gleam ? " 
^^ These orange cloaks are leaden, and so great 
The load thereof," one answered, ^^that the beam 
Of the tired balance craeks beneath the weight. 

*' Gay frìars we were : he Loderingo named, 

I Catalano, from Bologna's land. 

To guard her peace, yoiir state our servìce claimed, 

As oft some neutral doth f or umpìre stand ; 

And for our deeds, survey Gardingo round ! " 

*' Ye friars I your wickedness " — I thus begun, 

But said no more, beholding on the ground 

One crucified, through whom three stakes were 

run. 
He writhed ali over, seeing me, and heaved 
Beneath his beard deep sighs that spoke despair ; 
And Brother Catalan, who this perceived, 
Said : " Yon pierced wretch on whom thou gazest 

there 
Counseled the Pharisees to sacrifiee 
One man as martyr to the people's wrath ; 
Now, as thou seest, his naked body lies 
Traverse for evermore across our path. 
None pass but he must f eel their pressure first. 
Here a like torment his wif e's father rues, 
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With others of that council thrice accnrst. 
The seed of so much evil to the Jews." 

I marked how Virgil, wonderìng, gazed the while 

On the poor wretch across the ground, outspread. 

In banìshment eternai and so vile. 

Addressing then the f rìar, my Master said : 

^^ Say, if thou mayst, could our escape be made 

By any passage to the right of this, 

Without eompelling those dark angels' aid 

To come and guide us f rom this dread abyss ? " 

" Nearer," he answered, " than thou dar'st to hope, 

From the great cm;le stretching, there is beni 

O'er ali these f earf ul pits a craggy cope ; 

Only o'er this the rocky arch is rent. 

Its sloping ruins ye may climb that rise 

High o'er the side and bottom of this glen. 

My Guide stood looking down, in thoughtful wìse. 

And said : " The fiend has misinf ormed us, then, 

That yonder sinners with his weapon wrings." 

" l 've at Bologna heard," replied the friar, 

*' Much ili of Satan ; amid other things, 

That he 's a liar, and of lies the sire." 

Straightway my Leader slowly onward strode, 
llis face just flushed with anger's transient heat : 
I left those si)irits, too, of heavy load, 
Following the print of his beloved feet. 
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In the year's infant season, when the sun 
Tempers his tresses 'neath Aquarius' reign, 
And towards the equinox the long nights run ; 
When the frost copìes on the gUttering plain 
The pure white image of her sister snow, 
Though her Kght writing soon is thawed away, 
The peasant then, whose wìntry store is low, 
Starts forth and looks about him in dismay ; 
And, seeing everywhere the whitened ground, 
Smites on his thigh, retuming to his cot, 
And wanders here and there, complaining round, 
Poor wretch ! unknowing how to mend his lot. 
Then, sallying out again, his hope revives 
To see how soon the world has changed its face, 
And catching up his crook, his flock he drives 
To their old pasture with a cheerful pace. 
Even so my heart sank when I marked my Guide 
Wearing such trouble writ upon his brow, 
And even so soon the balsam he supplied. 
For we had reached the broken causeway now, 
And tuming towards me with that gentle smile 
Which, at the mountain's base, I thought so sweet, 
Scanning the min, first he mused awhile ; 
Then oped his arms and raised me f rom my feet. 
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Like one who toiling seemeth to foresee 

Ever some other labor stili to do, 

Thus, to one f ragment's top in lifting me, 

Eyed he the next and cried : " Cling fast thereto ! 

But try it first, if 'twill thy pressure bear." 

For a cloaked sinner 't were no easy pass ; 

Since though he bore my weight, himself but air, 

Scarce could we mount f rom toppling mass to mass ;' 

And had ìt not been that the eneircling rim, 

On this side of the chasm, was less in height 

Than on the other, I '11 not speak for him ! 

But, for myself , I had been vanquished quite. 

But Malebolge sinks (its f orm is such) 

Stili towards the mouth of the last pit of ali ; 

Therefore in every valley just as much 

As one side rises must the other fall. 

The ruin's topmost point at length we gained, 
Whenee the last stone broke off that f eli below : 
And here my lungs were of my breath so drained 
That, once arrived, I could no f urther go. 
But as I sat, the Master cried : " Arise ! 
Shake off ali weakness ; for whoso on down. 
Or undemeath a coverlet who lies, 
Never shall come to knowledge of renown ; 
And without fame who lets his lif e outwear, 
Leaveth such vestige of himself behind 
As foam in water leaves, or smoke in air : 
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Up, then ! and conquer sloth by strength of mind. 
The mind comes victor off in every fight, 
Unless the body burden it too much : 
Come, we have stairs to scale of lof tier flight ! 
'T Ì8 not enough to have 'scaped the demons' eluteh : 
Profit by these words, if their sense thou heed." 
Then up I sprang, and showed myself possessed 
Of breath far better than I felt indeed, 
And said: "Leadon! l'm strong, nor wish for 
rest." 

Kow up the rock we took our way once more, 
A narrow, broken, difficult ascent, 
And steeper far than we had just climbed o'er. 
Not to seem weak, conversing stili I went ; 
When carne a voice forth from the other fosse, 
Muttering, not uttering distinctly aught : 
Though on the summit of the arch across 
I stood, the words it said I vainly sought, 
Though he who spake seemed full of wrath and 

fierce. 
I bent me to gaze down, but living sight 
That darkness could not to the bottom pierce : 
I begged my Lord then to descend the height 
To the next bank, that f ormed the archway's pier. 
" Tea, let us clamber down the wall," said I, 
" For as I hear, unknowing what I hear, 
So I see down, but nothing can descry," 
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^^ Fulfillment is the sole reply, my son, 

I render thee : a frank request," he said, 

" Should be received in silence, and be done." 

So we descended by the bridge's head, 

Where with the eighth bank it unites ; and here 

Opened upon mine eyes the loathsome deep 

Withìn whose gloom I saw a sight of f ear : 

Serpents of strangest kìnd, a horrid heap I 

Kemembrance in my blood a shuddering wakes. 

Let Libya 'mid her sands her poisonous host, 

Chelydras, amplusbaenas, jayelin-snakes, 

Chersydras, cenchris, phareas, no more boast : 

Pests of such sort, so many and so f eli, 

That country never yet produeed ! with ali 

That in the wilds of Ethiopia dwell, 

Or o'er the deserts by the Ked Sea crawL 

Amid this foul and savage swarm, a race 

Kan trembling naked, without hope to find 

Heliotrope's charm, or any hiding-place : 

Their hands with serpents fast were bound be- 

hind: 
These both with head and tail their loins pieroed 

through, 
Being in front dose gathered in a knot. 
And lo ! at one, beside our bank, there flew 
A reptile which transfixed him on the spot, 
Striking him just where neck and shoulders blend ; 
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Instant the sìnner kindled into flame : 
Never was nor /more swiftly penned 
Than, sìnking down, ali ashes he became ! 
And soon as thus dìssolved in dust he f eli, 
Straightway the ashes gathered f rom the earth 
To theìr old figure : thus, great sages teli, 
The phoenìx dies, then hath a second birth, 
About the term of her five hundred years, 
Through which on no green herb nor biade she 

feeds, 
But incenso only, and the amomum's tears, 
WhUe myrrh and spikenard form her fonerai 

weeds. 
As one who falls, not knowing how he falls, 
Whether some demon drag him to the ground. 
Or some obstruction that the man enthralls, 
Soon as he riseth strangely gazes round ; 
And by the agony he just hath past 
Bewildered, sighs and looks with wondering stare, 
Thus, as that sinner rose, he stood aghast. 
Justice of God ! how terrible to bear, 
That pourest down thy storm of vengeance so ! 
Who he might be, my Guide demanded then. 
" I rained from Tuscany, not long ago," 
Beplied the wretch, " down into this wild den. 
Bestiai, not human life pleased me ; for I 
Am Vanni Fucci, one of mulish heart, 
A beast : Pistoja was my fitting sty." 
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Then I to Virgil : " Bid him not depart, 
But ask what crime the caitiff hither brouglit, 
Whom for a man o£ blood and wrath I knew.'* 
The sinner heard, nor to evade me songht, 
Though his cheeks bumed wìth shame's distressful 

hue ; 
But leveling at me his mind and eyes, 
Gave me this answer : ^^ More it makes me moum 
That thou my misery shouldst thus surprise, 
Than f rom the other lif e when I was tom. 
I cannot choose but answer thy demand. 
Thus low I dwell because I dared invade 
The sacristy's fair gifts with impìous band ; 
Which deed was to another falsely laid. 
Yet to bave seen me bere lest thou rejoice, 
When thou these pits of darkness shalt bave left. 
Open thine ears to my prophetic voice ! 
Pistoja first of Neri shall be reft ; 
Then, Florence changing both ber men and laws, 
Mars brings a lightning-flash from Magra's vale, 
Which blackest clouds inwrap and furious flaws. 
And shall ere long full bitterly assali. 
In storm of battle, on Piceno's plain ; 
But soon the fog asùnder he wìU tear, 
Nor shall one Bianco without scath remain : 
Ali which I teli thee to thy soul's despair.'* 
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Ending that speech of hìs, the robber tlirew 
Both hands on high, and made the sign of shame, 
Crying : " God ! take it ; this I mean for you." 
From that time forth the snakes my friends be- 

carne: 
For one, as if to say, " Blaspheme no more ! " 
Entwined his necl? ; bis arms another bound, 
Then bored him through, clinching itself before, 
That neither limb could stir, so tightly wound. 
Ah, thou Pistoja, thou Pistoja ! why 
By thine own eounsels is it n«t decreed 
That thou shouldst perish and in ashes lie, 
Gone in thy guilt so far beyond thy seed ? 
Through ali the dingy circles down in hell 
I saw no spirit 'gainst his God so proud : 
Not from the walls of Thebes the wretch that f eli ! 
He fled ; nor f arther utterance was allowed. 

Then I beheld a Centaur swoln with wrath, 
Come shouting : " Where 's that hardened sinner, 

where ? " 
I guess Maremma fewer serpents hath, 
Fewer than dangling round his flanks he bare, 
To where the beast and hiiman a^peet blended ; 
Behìnd his neek and o'er his shoulders lay 
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A fiery dragon, with bis wings extended, 

Kindling to flame ali shapes that cross his way. 

^^ Lo ! that is Cacus," thus my Master spake, 

« Who round his dweUing, 'Death the rocky steep ^ 

Of Aventìne, oft spread a bloody lake : 

He walks not in the path his f ellows keep. 

For the vast herd that pastnred near his cave 

He stole by trickery ; great Alcides then 

Finished his frauds with mace that haply gave 

A hundred strokes, though scarce felt he the ten.'^ 

During these words the Centaur galloped by ; 

And undemeath us three new spirits carne 

Of whom nor Virgil'was aware, nor I, 

Till, " Who are ye ? " we heard the band exdaim: 

This cut our story short ; and for a space 

Gazing we stood, on them alone intent. 

I knew them not ; but, as is oft the case, 

One called another's name by accident. 

" Ha ! where is Cianfa gone ? " exclaimed the 

shade ; • 

And that my Guide might stand attent and hark, 
My finger straightway on my lip I laid, 
In sign of silence. Now, O reader ! mark ; 
And if my tale thou slowly shalt receive, 
Thy doubt wiU cause in me no great surprise ; 
For I, who saw it, hardly can believe : 
But as I stared on them with lif ted eyes. 
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Swiftly at front o£ one a serpent darts, 
With six feet clinging to his frame throughout ; 
His f ore-feet grasped the arms ; the middle partF 
With his mid-feet he closely twined about. 
Next with his fangs the cheeks he did assail ; 
His hinder-feet he stretched o'er either thigh, 
Between them thrusting his insidious tail, 
Which up behind tìie loins he swung on high. 
Ivy ne'er coiled about a tree so tight 
As the dread reptile his own members twined 
Aronnd his prey ; like wax, bef ore my sight, 
Each melted into each with hues combined ; 
Neither appeared what he had been bef ore: 
So, with papyrus buming, ere it fires, 
A browner color spreads the surface o'er, 
Not black as yet, although the white expires. 
The others gazed, and each exclaimed : ^' Ah me, 
Agnello, how thou changest in thy frame I 
Nor two nor one thou seemest now to be." 
Yet now a single head the two became, 
Where in one Visage, which conf ounded two. 
The twain were blended : yea, f our limbs compressed 
Into two arms their lengths bef ore my view ; 
The legs and thighs, the belly and the chest, 
Became new members, such as ne'er were seen, 
Nor of the former shape appeared a trace : 
And the perverted form, whose mingled mien 
Seemed both, yet neither, passed with lagging pace. 
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As the swift lizard, 'neath the scourging ray 
Of dog-star time, seems lightning, if bj chance, 
FUtting f rom hedge to hedge, it cross the way. 
So did a fieiy Kttìe adder glaace 
Straight at the bowels of the other two, 
A Uvid snake, and black as pepper's gram. 
One wretch it f astened on and stung him throogh, 
Just there where first our nutriment is ta'en ; 
Then at his feet its own stretched length it cast. 
The pierced thief eyed the monster, but was dumb, 
And yawnìng stood with ankles planted fast, 
As though by sleep or f ever-fit o'ercome. 
While on the serpent thus his gaze he bent, 
Its own the reptile on the sinner fixed ; 
One f rom its mouth, one f rom his bleeding rent, 
Steamed a strong smoke that, rising, met and mixed. 

Let Lucan now his piteous tale give o'er 
Of poor Sabellus, and Nasidius' fate, 
And list my story : Ovid now no more 
Of Arethuse and Cadmus need relate : 
What though the poet, f abling as he wont, 
Make her a f oimtain, him a snakish brute ? 
I envy not his art ; f or, front to front, 
Two natures never did he so transmute 
That each its f orm should for another's quit, 
As, in obedience to one law, these two. 
Into a fork the serpent's taìl was split, 
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The wounded shade his f eet together drew ; 
His legs and thighs so closely next combined 
That of their juncture not a trace was lef t : 
The shape of human lìmbs that he resigned 
The snake's tail took, and into legs was cleft. 
His skin grew hard, the snake had scales no more ; 
I saw his arms within his armpits sink : 
The brute's fore-paws, that had been short before, 
Lengthened, in manner even as those did shrink. 
Next, the hind-f eet, now close together grown, 
Became that member which mankind coneeals ; 
While cloven in twain the wretch beheld his own. 
Meantime o'er both the veiling vapor steals : 
This a new color gives and makes one bald, 
But on the other generates a hair ; 
One rose upright, the other groveling crawled. 
Yet kept those impious lamps their mutuai stare, 
Under the which each creature changed his mien ; 
For the face drew, in him that stood erect. 
Back towards the temples, where two ears were 

seen 
From the sleek joles' exuberance to project : 
The rest thereof , which did not thus retreat, 
Into the nasal prominence arose, 
And swelled the lips out, as for lips was meet. 
Meanwhile the prostrate thing puts f orth its nose. 
And even as its homs a snail draws in, 
Contracts into its head those human ears ; 
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The tongue, that whole and fit for speech had 
Is cleft, and now a serpent's fork appears ; 
The serpent's closeth, and the smoke subsides. 
The soni that had become of reptile kind, 
Speeding, with hisses, through the valley glides, 
The other, sputtering human speech, behind. 
Then towards the snake the latter turned hìs back 
Fledged with new shoulders, and addressed the on< 
Who stood apart : " I crave that o'er this track 
Buoso may crawl, as I before bave done." 

Thus dìd I mark the shif ting ballast change 
In this seventh pit : and be my pen excused 
For wandering somewhat on a theme so strange ; 
Mine eyes were wildered and my mind conf used, 
Yet they escaped me not. I marked full well 
The limping Puccio, sole one of the three 
Comrades that came first, whom no change bef eli ; 
And one, Gavilla's town, made woe for thee I 
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Joy to thee, Florence I that so great art grown, 
Thy wings thou spreadest over shore and sea. 
And throughout Hell thy name is widely known. 
Among these thieves five such were found by me, 
Children of thine in whose disgraee I share, 
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And thou f rom them shalt no great glory gain ! 
But, if Olir moming dreams the truth declare, 
Thou too, ere long, shalt suffer ali the bane 
That Prato prays for, not to say worse f oes : 
Nay, were it now, too early 't would not be. 
Whatever must be, would it were I Thy woes 
WiU add more weight to that of years on me. 

Departing hence, my Guide with toilsome tread 
Up the projecting stones, which served before 
As stairs for our deseent, my footsteps led, 
The crags and rocky splinters clambering o'er ; 
Pursuing thus our solitary way, 
Our f eet without our hands availed us naught. 
It grieved me then, and grieves me stili to-day, 
When what I saw retums upon my thought ; 
And with unwonted rein I hold subdued 
My genius, lest it stray from virtue's road. 
And make of none effect whatever good 
My star on me, or Heaven, may have bestowed. 

As in that season, when with less concealed 

A face he shines who floods the world with light, 

When to the gnat the weary fly doth yield, 

The peasant, resting on some neighbor height, 

Beholds the fireflies in the vale below, 

Wherein he ploughs, or trims his vines, perchance, 

So many flames this eighth pit, ali aglow. 
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Showed when ita depth I fathomed with ^ 

gkncel 
And as whora once the avenging bears befrìende^ 
Beheld Elijali's cliariot wHrled on high, 
Wlien ijp to Heaven the soaring steeda ascended - 
And he in vain pursued them with bis eje, 
Since be eould oidy see the leaping flame, 
Aa Heavenward like a little cloud it went ; 
Tbua tbrough the gulf, in aspect just the game, 
Glided tbese firea, but bid the prey they pent ; 
For every flame a sinner folded in. 
I Btood 80 bending o'er the bridge, to look, 
Tbat I bad fallen, tbough puabed I bad not been^ 
Save that sucb graep of a rougb crag I took. 
My Guide, who marked me tbus inteutly gaze, 
Said : " In tbose fires the spirita are confined, 
Each in his garment of consuming blaze," 
" Maater," I answered, *' thou confimi'st ray i 
Even now tbat thougbt I waa about to speak ; 
But wbo ia tenant. say, of youder fire 
That riaea tbere with a divided peak, - 
Aa 't were the Tbeban brothers' fonerai pyre ? " 
He answered me : " Within tbat martyrdom 
The great Ulysses biirns witb Diomed : 
Together thus to vengeance they bave come, 
As onte, on eartb, to wratbfid deeds they sped. 
And in their flame full bitterly they groan 
The stratsgem of tliat f amed woodeu steed. 



I 
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By means whereof ihe gate was open thrown 

Wlience issued f orth ihe noble Roman seed. 

There for that craft whence, even of life bereffc, 

Deidamfa stili bewails her lord, 

Her lost Achilles ; yea, and for the thef t 

Of Troy's Palladium, they have meet reward." 

^^ Master," I said, ^^ if , in that flame of theirs 
That sparkleih so, they have the power of speech, 
I pray, and pray thee with a thousand prayers, 
That thou refuse not what I now beseech. 
Wait till the homèd flame this way shall move ; 
See with what eagemess I towards it bend." 
" Thy prayer," he answered, " greatly I approve. 
And to thy wish a lar&:e acceptance lend. 

Leave me to parley, for I well divine 
Ali thy desire : they haply might dìsdain, 
For they were Grrecians, any word of thìne." 
So when the flame had moved along to where 
The time and place seemed fitting to my Guide, 
I heard him in this form address the pair : 
" Stay, O ye twain that in one fire abide ! 

When in the world my lofty verse I wrought, 
Let one his wanderings, to his death, teli through." 
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The larger hom of that old flame began 
To curi and quìver, and a murmur woke, 
Ab when tìie wind a fluttering fire dotìi fan. 
Then, as it were the very tongue that spoke, 
Swaying its summit to and fro, it sent 
This utterance forth: "When, for a year 

more, 
Circe had held me near Gaeta pent. 
Ere yet ^neas had so named the shore, 
l 'scaped her speli ; but not my gentle boy, 
Nor pious reverence for mine agèd sire, 
Nor the due love that should have warmed with jo; 
My dear Penelope, could quell the fire 
Of my deep wish the world and human worth. 
And human vices, too, to understand : 
But on the broad, high seas I ventured forth 
With one sole vessel, and that little band 
Who ne'er deserted my attempt the while ; 
And coasted either shore as far as Spain, 
Far as Morocco, past Sardinia's isle, 
And ali the rest bathed round there by the main 

" At last, when old and slow with lif e's decline, 

We reached the strait where Hercules, of yore, 

His boundary set, in everlasting sign 

That none the ocean further should explore, 

On the riglit hand receding Seville lay ; 

On the left, Ceuta sank in ocean's breast. 
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Then I : ' O brothers who bave stemmed your way 
Througli many thousand perils to the west I 
To this brief vigil whìcli remains to run 
Qf your wom senses, grudge not, I entreat, 
To add the experienee, following stili the sun, 
Of yonder world untrod by mortai f eet. 
Consider, men, the seed f roin which ye grew I 
To live like brutes ye surely were not f onned, 
But virtue stili, and knowledge, to pursue.' 
With this brief speech my comrades' minds I 

warmed, 
Till f or the voyage they so keenly yeamed 
To hold them back I vainly had essayed ; 
So to the mom our stem again was tumed 
For the mad flight, and wings of oars we made. 
Stili towards the lef t our Constant conrse we steered, 
Till night saw ali the stars that spangle o'er 
The other pole, and ours no longer reared 
Its glittering host above the ocean floor. 

" Five times the moon had now renewed her ray, 
Five times the light had f ailed beneath her rim, 
Since first we entered on our lof ty way, 
When lo 1 a mountain, in the distance, dim ; 
So high a peak before I never saw. 
We joyed, but soon our joy became lament ; 
For from the new-f ound land arose a flaw, 
That on our vessel's bow its fury spent. 
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Three times withaU the waves it whirled ns round; 
At the fourth whirl the stem was lifted high; 
Down went the prow, as beat by Hun was f ound ! 
And o'er our heads the ocean closed for aye." 



CANTO THE TWENTY-SEVENTH. 

New, for the term of its discourse was spent, 
Erect and quiet rose the steadf ast flame, 
Then left ns, with the gentle Bard's consent ; 
When lo ! behind the first another carne, 
And by a mingled noise therefrom that burst 
Attracted towards its top our wandering eyes. 
Like the Sicilian bull that bellowed first, 
As just it was, with its inventor's cries, 
Whose wieked file had shaped the monstrous mass. 
And by the groaning of the wretch within 
Appeared, though f ashioned but of senseless brass, 
As though itself had pierced with anguish been ; 
Even thus, before the woeful words had found 
Passage or vent, in struggling from their source. 
The fire to its own language changed the sound, 
Until they reached the summit in their course. 

But to that point as soon as they had striven, 

Causing the same vibration in the peak 

Which, on their way, the tongue within had given, 
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"We heard this voice : " O thou to whom I speak I 
Who didst thyself , even now, use Lombard speeeli, 
Saying, ' Depart ! I trouble thee no more ; ' 
Though liaply somewliat late thine ear I reach, 
To speak with me bave patienee, I implore. 
See, I am patient, buming as I stand : 
I£ thou art newly f alien to breathe the air 
Of this blind world from Latium's pleasant land, 
Whence ali the burden of my sins I bear, 
Teli me if now Romagna's tribes remain 
At peace, or war ; f or I was of the hills 
Betwixt Urbino and the mountain-chain 
Whence Tiber first unlocks his infant rills." 

Bending I stood to listen ; but my Griide 

Touched my side, saying : " Speak unto him thou ; 

He is Italian." Instant I replied 

Thus, as I stood prepared to, even now : 

" O hidden spirit ! thy Romagna ne'er 

Was free from war in her own tyrants' hearts ; 

Nor is it now : yet, when I came from there. 

No open strife was ravaging those parts. 

In her old state Ravenna stili abides 

(Polenta's eagle making there his nest. 

So that even Cervia with his wings he hides). 

And the brave town that stood so long a test, 

And piled in blòody heaps the Frenchmen round, 

To the Green Lion's gripe at last is won. 
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Yermcliio's mastiff s, that Montagna f ound 
Suck cruel keepers, both the sire and son. 
Stili, where they wont, their f angs f or augers wielc^ 
WMe, shifting sides, from midsummer to cold. 
The Lion couched upon an argent field 
Lamone's and Santemo's town doth hold. 
Bnt she whose flank is washed by Savio's flow, 
Even as her site is, in the middle way 
Betwixt the mountain and the plain below, 
Dwells between freedom and a tyrant's sway. 
Now, who thou art, I pray thee frankly own I 
Be not more hard than other souls bave been : 
So may thy name on earth be widely known." 

The flame first roared awhile its wonted din ; 
Then, in its fashion, as the summit played 
From side to side, breathed to me this reply : 
" Did I believe that my resj)onse were made 
To one retuming to the world on high, 
This flame of mine shouid motionless remain ; 
But since none ever did his way retrace, 
If truth I bear, from this abyss of pain 
I give thee answer, fearing no disgrace. 

" I was a soldier, then a corded f riar ; 

So gìrdled, thinking meet amends to make : 

And Hurely this had 2)roved no vain desire, 

But f or the great High Priest, whom curses take I 
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'T was he seduced me to my sins once more. 
Hear how and why ; thy hearing it is worth. 
While I my bones and pulpy members wore, 
Which my good mother gave me at my birth, 
Mine was the f ox's, not the lion's part : 
I knew ali tricks, ali covert ways of fraud, 
And with such cunning carried out their art, 
To the worid's end my fame was noised abroad. 
But when I saw that part of lif e begin 
Where it behoveth every man to strike 
His weary sails, and take his halyards in, 
What most had pleased now bred in me dislike. 
Theref ore in penitence I bent my knees, 
Conf essed, woe 's me ! and might have grace ob- 

tained, 
But f or that prince of modem Pharisees, 
Who near the Lateran at war remained ; 
Not now with Jews nor Saracens, f or ali 
His f oes were Christians : none amid the band 
Had ever been to conquer Acre's wall, 
Or play the merchant in the Sultan's land. 
He his high office and his holy rank 
Little regarded, nor that rope of mine 
Which wont to make its f asting wearers lank. 
But in Soracte's cave as Constantine 
Besought Sylvester's aid to set him free 
From leprosy, even so to get release 
From his proud fever he consulted me 
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As his physician ; but I held my peace. 

For scarcely sober seemed his words : * From n< 

I do absolve thee ; be no more a&aid ; ' 

He thus proceeded : ' only teach me how 

May Palestrina in the dust'be laid. 

Of Heaven thou know'st I hold the doublé keys, 

To lock and loose, by him too lightly prìzed 

Who went before me.' Arguments like lihese 

Pushed me to where some answer seemed advìsec^^ 

' Father,' I said, ' the sin wherein I fall 

Since thou, I know, hast power to purge away, 

Be great in promise, in performance small : 

So shalt thou triumph in thy seat of sway.' 

" Saint Francis came my parted soni to fetch ; 

But one of those black-visaged cherubs cried : 

' Hold off your hands ! nor wrong me of th( 

wretch : 
Down he must sink, and with my slaves abide ; 
Yea, for the fraudulent advice he gave, 
Since which I ever at his hair have been. 
No pardon an impenitent can save, 
Nor can one both repent, yet wish to sin, 
For contradiction will not this allow.' 
Ah, wretched me! my soul what shuddering 

thriUed 
When, seizing me, he muttered : ' Haply thou 
Didst not believe me thus in logie skilled ! ' 
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To Minos then he hurried me, who tied 
His rigid back eight times with circling tail, 
And biting it, in his great f ury, cried : 
* This guilty wretch the stealing fire must veil ! ' 
So to perdition, as thou seest, I came, 
And go with heart ali rancor, clad in fire." 
Here, having ended thus, the moaning flame 
A^ent writhiDg, tossing up his pointed spire. 



►ut we passed on, my Guide and I, to where 
l'er the Dext moat another arch was built ; 
[erein their chastisement those wretches bear 
^^Vho, sowing discord, reaped a load of guilt. 
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^^/V^HO, even in language unrestrained by law, 
*Lrhough telling oft, could fully teli of ali 
*IThe sights of blood, the ghastly wounds I saw ? 
^Tar short of truth sure every tongue must fall : 
^ur mind and speech could ne'er such theme com- 

mand. 
IFor should the multitude arise once more 
That in Apulia's many-fortuned land 
(Whose battlefields were moistened with their 

gore) 
The Bomans slew, and in that war so long 
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In which, as Livy the unerring wrìtes, 

Such spoìl of rings was made ; should ali the throrr- 

That fell by Robert Guiseard and his knìghts, 

With ali whose bones even yet in heaps are f oun< 

At Ceperàn, where each Apulian broke 

His faith, and where on Tagliacozzo's ground 

Old Alard won the day, without a stroke. 

Come back together, and should one expose 

His mangled stmnp, and one his limb pìeree^ 

through, 
Ali were as nothing to the hideous woes 
Which this ninth pit presented to my view 1 

A cooper's vessel that by chance hath been 
Either of middle-piece or cant-piece reft, 
Gapes not so wide as one that, from his chin, 
I noticed lengthwise through his carcass cleft. 
His entrails dangled down betwixt his thighs ; 
His liver, too, and that foul bag was seen 
That changeth ali it gets in loathsome wise. 
And while I looked, with eager eyes and keen, 
My gaze retuming, with his hands he tore 
His breast, and cried : " Look, how myself I rend I 
See Mahomet mangled I He who goes bef oi'e, 
Groaning and gashed, was Ali once, my friend. 

" From chin to crown he bears a cloven face ; 
And ali tlie rest whom thou beholdest bere 
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Sowed schism and scandals in their earthly race, 

And therefore sundered go as they appear. 

A fiend that cleaves us waits bere at our back, 

With bis f eli sword renewing stili the wound 

In each of this poor lacerated pack, 

When we bave compassed our distressf ul round : 

The wounds are healed ere we repass his blow. 

But who art thou, on yonder rock bemused, 

As baply to delay the destined woe 

For sins whereof thyself thou hast accused ? " 

" Death has not reached him yet," my Lord replied, 
" Nor down to torment leadeth sin his soul ; 
But I, who am dead, him through Hell must guide, 
From round to round, that he may know the whole : 
This is as true as that I speak to thee." 
At this, above an hundred of the train 
Stopped in the fosse to fix their gaze on me, 
Through mere amaze f orgetf ul of their pain. 

" Then teli Dolcino, thou who shortly mayst 
Behold the sun, to store his camp with food 
(Unless down bere he after me would baste), 
Lest by the stress of snows he be subdued. 
And yield a triumph to Novara's race, 
Which else no light-won victory might prove." 
This word said Mahomet, with suspended pace. 
Lifting one f oot as if about to move ; 
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To eai-th Le pressed it thec, nor longer stoppi 
Meanwhile anotlier, witli his guUet cleft. 
And his uose level with his eyebrows lopped. 
And unto whom one only ear was lef t, 
Stayed with the rest, his eyea with wonder v< 
Staring upon me ; and bef ore the rest 
Opening his thi-oat that was ali over dyed 
Vermilioii, unto me these worda addreased : 



" Thou whom no crime to ptmishment hath broughV 

And whom in Latium I have seen of old, 

Unless too stroiig reaemblance cheat my tbou^tl 

If e'er that gentle plain thou mayst behold 

That from Vercelli slopes to Marcabó, 

Remember Pier da Medicina there ; 

Ay, and let Fano's two beat townsmen know. 

To Angiolello and Sir Guy declare 

That, if in Hell our foresight be not vain, 

Hard by Cattolica they shall be flung 

Forth from their vesael into Adiia's main, 

By a fell tyrant snared, of treacherous tongne. | 

Never did Neptune, 'twixt Majorca's iale 

And that of Cyprus, witness wrong like thia ; 

Never by pìrates wrought so base a wile, 

Not even that faithless race of Argolis. 

That one-eyed traitor, he who holds in thrall 

The land which one who walketh bere with me 

Would fain have never looked upon, shall cali 



A 
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These two to council, making that bis plea ; 
Then so contrive that neìtìier vow nor prayer 
Shall they need further 'gainst Focara's wind." 
" Show me," saìd I, " if thou wouldst have me bear 
Tidings of thee above, among mankind, 
Who 's he in whom that sìght such grief doth 

cause ? " 
At this the smner, seizing upon one 
Of bis compaDions, forced apart bis jaws, 
And cried : " Behold him I utterance he hath none. 
This outeast, quelling Caesar's doubt, declared 
That min ever waited on delay 
When every tbing for action was prepared." 

Oh, how poor Curio quivered with dismay, 
His throat beref t of that perfidious tongue 
Wherewith he dared such madness to incite I 
Meanwhile one wretch, whose hands were wanting, 

flung 
The mangled stumps up through the lurid light, 
Crying, as on bis face their f oul drops blended : 
" Give Mosca too in thy remembrance place, 
Who said, alas ! ' A tbing once done is ended,' 
"Words that sowed trouble for the Tuscan race." 
" And thine own tribe's destruction I " added I : 
With which pang beaped on pain, he strode along 
Like one to madness driven by misery. 
But I remained to gaze upon the tbrong, 
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And saw what I without more proof might qnail 
Merely to teli, but conscience aids me bere. 
The good companìon that, beneath the mail 
Of feeling f aultless, keeps men free from f ear. 

I truly saw, and stili it haunts my view, 
A headless body, moving with like tread 
As moved the others of that mangled crew ; 
And in bis band he bare bis own lopt head, 
As 't were a lantem, dangling by the bair ; 
Swinging he held it, and it cried, " O me ! '* 
As full on me it fixed a piteous stare. 
Thus bis own lamp unto himself was he, 
And two in one there were, and one in two : 
How that can be He knows wbo orders thus. 
And to the bridge's foot as close he drew, 
Raising bis arm with ali the head to us, 
Nigh to ouT ears he brought these words : " O tboa, 
Wbo walk'st, a breathing man, througb Hell's 

abyss 
To view the dead, behold this torment now, 
And see if any be so great as this I 
Know that I am (so mayst thou, as I crave. 
Bear tidings of me to the upper eartb !) 
Bertram de Bom, the councilor wbo gave 
Such ili advice to John of royal birth. 
I put rebellion 'twixt the son and sire : 
Acbitophel with more malignant art 
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Did not spur Absalom to wrath, nor fire 
With equal hatred kingly David's heart. 
For parting those whom love did so intwine 
I bear my brain, ah ! severed from its source, 
Whicb yet remaineth in this tnink o£ mine : 
Thus retribution bolds in me its course." 
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Mine eyes were so inebriate now with grief 
At the vast numbers gashed in divers ways, 
They longed to wait, and, weeping, find relief . 
But Virgil said : " What so attraets thy gaze ? 
Why stand'st thou staring fixedly below 
At yonder wretehed mutilated ghosts ? 
None of the other pits detained thee so. 
Consider, if thou think to count their hosts, 
This valley two and twenty miles doth wind ; 
Even now the moon beneath our f eet must be : 
Our time is little that remains assigned, 
And more than what thou seest remains to see." 
" Hadst thou observed the cause of my delay, 
When I looked down with vision so intent, 
Thou mightst have stili permitted me to stay : " 
I made this answer, f ollowing as he went, 
And added : " In that den o'er which I stood, 
Watching the crowd with so intent a stare, 
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I do believe a spirit o£ my blood 
Groans f or the gmlt whicli costa so dear down 
there." 

The Master then : ^^Fret not thy heart for him ; 

Note something else, and let that caitiff be : 

At the bridge foot I marked him, stem and grim, 

With threatening finger fiercely point at thee. 

I overheard them cali hìs name, and say 

Gerì del Bello : thou wast rapt so long 

With him that erst held Hautef ort in his sway, 

Thou didst not heed him, and he joined his throng." 

" His death by violence, my Guide," said I, 

" Which to this day doth unavenged remain 

By any of his kindred, shamed thereby, 

Inspired him, I suppose, with such disdain 

That he passed by me with a silent spite ; 

And ali the more I pity him." With this 

We reached the first point, that with stronger light 

Would, to the bottom, show the next abyss. 

O'er Malebolge's final eloister here 

We stood, so ali the brotherhood therein 

Might meet our gaze: strange moanings piereed 

mine ear, 
As arrows steeled with pity they had been. 
I put my hands upon mine ears : such wail 
As would be heard if ali the dying men 
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From the pest-houses of Cliiana's vale, 

And ali the sick of the Maremma's fen, 

And of Sardìnia's isle, betwixt July 

And autumn, should be tumbled in one trench 

HowHng together, such was here the cry, 

And like the smeli of f estering limbs the steneh. 

Descending now, we reached the closing bank 
Of that long rocky bridge, stili to left hand : 
Here with more vivid force my vision sank 
Down to the bottom, and the cavern scanned. 
Herein the handmaid of the Most High Lord, 
Justice Infallible, requites the sin 
Of every f orger she doth here record. 
And much I doubt if greater grief had been 
To see ^gina^s people ali infirm, 
When so malignant was the sickly air 
That every creature, to the little worm, 
Perished, and afterwards, as bards declare, 
The ancient raees were restored again 
From seed of ants, than here it was to view 
The spirits languishing in that dark glen, 
Heaped round in scattered groups, a ghastly crew. 

One o'er the shoulders of his f ellow lay ; 
One o'er another's belly ; and a third 
Crawled on ali fours along his dismal way : 
We passed them step by step, without a word 
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Looking, and listenìng to the leprons pack, 
Not one of whom could lift bis f eeble f orm. 
And two I saw there, leaning back to back, 
Propped like a pair of disbes put to warm. 

O'er tbem from bead to f oot a scurvy spread : 
Nor did I ever see a groom so ply 
His cunycomb, wbo longed to tasta bis bed. 
Or wbose impatient lord stood waiting by, 
As eacb full oft with his remorseless nails 
Clawed his own bidè, so great a rage he f elt 
Of the fell itch f or which nanght else avails, 
And wrenched the scabs off from his tettered p( 
As a knife scrapeth from a bream the scales, 
Or otber fish with scales of larger make. 
*' O thou wbose band thy body thus unmails,'* 
These words to one of them my Leader spake, 
" Wbo mak'st a f orceps of thy fingers ! say 
If haply any Latian spirit lurk 
Among the rest within there ; so f or aye 
May thy nails last thee for this loathsome work. 
" We are Italians both, whom thou seest tbus 
Ravaged and raw," one wept as he roplied ; 
" But wbo art thou that hast inquired of us ? " 
Then to the wretch this answer made my Guide 

^' I with this livmg man ani one that go, 
From steep to steep, deseeiiding on my way. 
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And liim this pit o£ Hell I mean to show.'' 
At this they sundered from their mutuai stay, 
And each towards me tumed trembling, with the 

rest 
That indirectly Virgìl's answer caught. 
Then my good Master me alone addressed, 
Saying : " Speak tò them, if thou wouldst, thy 

thought." 

" So may your memory," then I thus began, 
" Flourish on earth f or many suns, and ne'er 
By tìme be stolen from out the mind of man, 
As ye your name and nation shall declare : 
Spite of this hideous torment let me know, 
Nor dread to teli." This answer one retumed : 
" Arezzo was my birthplaee : Albero, 
He of Sienna, caused me to be bumed ; 
But what I died f or hath not brought me here. 
'T is true I told him, speaking but in jest, 
That I with wings my way through air eould steer : 
Whereat the fool, ali wonder, made request 
That him this art of soaring I would show ; 
And f or no eause but that I could not make 
Of him a Daedalus, he managed so 

That his supposed sire sent me to the stake. 

« 

But me to this last cavem of the ten 

Minos, the judge who cannot err, hath doomed, 

Because I practieed alchemy with men." 
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Here tumìng to the Poet, I resumed : 
" Was ever nation like Sienna's vain ? 
Surely the Freneh are not so vain a tribe." 

That other leper heard my tauntìng straìn. 
And then retumed this answer to my gibe : 
" Save Stricea, he so frugally that spent ; 
And saving Niccolo, who used the first 
The neh clove-dressing which he did invent, 
In the rank garden where his kind is nurst ; 
And save the others of that spendthrift band 
'Mongst whom his wealth of vineyards and 

shade 
Caccia d' Asciano scattered with light hand. 
And Abbagliato his good sense displayed I 
But wouldst thou know who seconds thus the spi 
Of thy hard speech against Sienna's race, 
Sharpen thine eye, and fix on me thy sight, 
That thou more f airly mayst peruse my face. 
So shalt thou see I am Capocchio's ghost, 
He that by alchemy false metals made ; 
And if I scan thee rightly, well thou know'st 
How Nature's ape right cunningly I played." 
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• 

^\Vhen Jiino, stung through Semele, was moved 
o such a hatred o£ her Theban race, 
s more than one malign oceasion proved, 
Such frenzy fell upon King Athamas 
Vfhat he skrieked out, when once his wif e he met, 
To either hand of whom an ìnf ant clung : 
** Ho I spread for yonder Honess the net, 
TThat I may snare the mother and her young." 
TThen flinging f orth hìs pitiless claws, he took 
Xittle Learchus ; whirled him round and round, 
And dashed the body lifeless on a rock, 
While she herself and other offspring drowned. 
And when harsh fortune shattered so the pride 
Which dared do ali things, of the Trojan race, 
That with their king their kingdom also died ; 
Hecuba, widowed, captive, in disgrace, 
After that her Polyxena in gore 
She had beheld, and, grief-worn mother ! marked 
Her Polydorus dead upon the shore, 
Mad with her misery, like a mastiff barked 
(Such power had anguish tò distort her mind). 
But furies, Theban or of Troy, not then 
Nor were seen ever, in so fell a kind, 
Goading even beasts, much less the limbs of men, 
As in two ghosts that I saw rushing by. 
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Naked and pale, and snappìng as they sprang, 

Mad as a boar-pig shut out from the sty. 

One in Capoccliìo's neck-joint stuck bis fang, 

Dragging him down, untìl Ms beUy grated 

The soKd bottom, while the Aretine 

Exelaimed to me, as trembling he awaited : 

" Yon sprite 's Gian Schicchi ; with snob frenzi 

mien 
He rages round, assaulting ibis poor pack.'' 
" Oh I " answered I ; " bave patience yet, I pray, 
So may its teeth bave mercy on thy back : 
Who is yon other ? Ere it vanish, say." 

And he to me : ^^ Thou seest the ancient sbade 
Of sinf ul Myrrha, one that, overwarm 
With love not filial f or ber f ather, made 
Wanton with him, in counterf eited f orm ; 
Even as yon other, that he might obtain 
The lady of the herd, with wieked skill 
Buoso Donati's person dared to feign. 
Fixing a false seal to a forgèd will." 
And when that furious pair had passed along 
Whom I had kept mine eye so bent on seeing, 
I turned its gaze to note the following tbrong 
Of ill-born wretches ; and beheld a being 
Shaped like a Iute, had but the gi'oin been cleft 
Froui bis forked poi*tion. Dropsy's heavy woe, 
By which our human members are bereft, 
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Througli perverse humors, of proportion so 
That none betwixt the face and pauneh remains, 
Forced him to keep Hs parching lips asunder, 
As heetic sufferers do, whom thirst constrains 
To lift the upper one, and drop the under. 

*' O ye that stand there, and I know not why, 

Without a penance, in this world of gloom ! " 

He said to us, " give heed with ear and eye 

To Master Adam's miserable doom : 

On earth of ali I wished I had my fili, 

And now, alas ! one drop of water erave. 

The little brooks that every verdurous hill 

Of Casentino pours to Amo's wave, 

Freshening the soft, eool channels where they glide, 

Stili haunt my vision, nor in vain do haunt ; 

Far more by their dear image I am dried 

Than by this drouth which makes my visage gaunt. 

Stem Justiee thus doth rigidly devise 

That the same place wherein I sinned should be 

The occasion stili of never-ceasing sighs ; 

For there Romena stands, dread name f or me ! 

'T was there I f alsified the metal's worth 

On which the Baptist's impress had been made, 

Wheref ore I lef t my body bumed on earth : 

But might I see down here the suffering shade 

Of Alexander, or the County Guy, 

Ay, or their brother's, l 'd not give that sight 
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For ali the drink fount Branda cotdd snpply. 

One Ì8 already in this woeful plight, 

K these mad sha:dow9 that go raging round 

Aniid their fury can the truth relate : 

But wliat avails it me with liinb» thua bound ? 

Were I so liglit tliat I could drag my weight 

An incli a century, I bad, ere this, 

llunted bim out aniid tbis sbapelesa brood, 

Tboiigb eleven miles tbis pit wind round tbe a\yy^* 

Nor less tban hall a niile of widtb include. 

T Ì8 tbrougb tbeir means tbat l 'm witb aach- 

race: 
They tempted me to coin those florins fair 
Which with three carata of alloy were base." 
And I to him : " Who are yon groveling pair 
At tby right band there, steaming on the ground^ 
Like a wet band in winter ? " He replied : ^^ 

" Wten I rained down bere, tbose two souls ^^^ 

fonnd ; 
And since that time they motionless abide. 
Nor sbail they stir, I gness, for evermore, 
Sinon from Troy is one, tbat faithless Greek ; 
And one false witness againat Joseph bore : 
T is the sharp fever makcs them so to reek." 



4 

I 



The formcr tlien, as tbough bis name to bear 
Vilified thns enraged he had beeome. 
Struck the swoln belly witb a fiat 
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That made it vibrate, ringing like a dnim. 

But Master Adam at his visage straight 

Aimed back the blow, with arm that seemed as 

hard, 
Saying: "What though these members by their 

weight 
Are from ali faculty of motion barred? 
I have an ama yet free for such a use." 
" Ah I " the Greek answered, " when thou wast 

eonveyed 
Bound to the stake, thy hands were not so loose ; 
Though free enough when those bad coins they 

made." 
" Thou speak'st more true," the dropsied wretch 

replies, 
"Than when they bade thee teli the truth at Troy." 
" Well," answered Sinon, " if I uttered Hes, 
Uttering false moneys was thy base employ ; 
And for one f alsehood I am here, indeed, 
But thou for more than any fìend in Hell." 

" Bethink thee, perjurer, of thy wooden steed ! " 
The gross one eried ; " the world knows that trick 

well: 
Be that thy torment !" — " Be thine own the 

drought," 
Hetumed the Greek, " which thy craeked tongue 

so dries, 
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And the rank liquid tìiat so swells thee out, 
Making that paunch a hedge bef ore thine eyes." 
" Stili, as of old, wide gapes thy ready jaw 
To give malignant words," the corner said ; 
" If I have thirst, if moisture bloat my maw, 
Thine is the burning, thine the anguished head. 
Nay, and to lick NarcissHs' mìrror dry 
But little urging wouldst thou need, I trow 1 " 

Thus jangled they, while I stood waitìng by, 
Until the Master said : " Keep staring now 1 
A little more, and we shall quarrel toc." 
Soon as I f elt that he with anger spake, 
Towards him I turned with so much shame that 

through 
My memory stili disturbance it doth wake. 
And like a man who dreams of some hard lot, 
And, dreaming, wishes it were but a dream, 
And so desires what is as though 't were not, 
Thus in my dumb conf usion did I seem ! 
Seeking excuse, I found the excuse I sought, 
Yet knew it not. The Master then to me : 
" To greater fault less shame had pardon brought : 
So f rom ali sadness have thy spirit f ree ; 
And, if chance e'er again thy footsteps guide 
Where in like manner men display their ire, 
Remember I am ever at thy side. 
To list such wrangling is a low desire." 
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The tongue that flushed my cheeks with so severe 
A reprimand, a healing balm conveyed. 
Thus, I am told, could the paternal spear 
0£ great Achilles cure the wound it made. 
Now from that woef ul vale we tumed away, 
Crossing the bank that girds it, without speech. 
Here less it was than night, and less than day. 
So that not far my visual power could reach : 
But the deep note of a loud-pealing horn, 
Such as had even the loudest thunder drowned, 
In the direction whence the peal was home, 
Drew my intent eyes, following towards the sound. 
So dread a blast Orlando did not blow, 
After the doleful rout, when Charlemagne 
Met, in his holy enterprise, o'erthrow. 
Looking a little up towards that harsh strain, 
Many tali towers methought I could descry. 
" Master," I asked, " what sort of town is this ? " 
He answered me : " The distance which thine eye 
Travels in darkness makes thy sight amiss : 
Therefore thy fancy runs a little wild. 
Thou shalt see well, if thou approach the place, 
How much the eye by distance is beguiled : 
Now, then, a little onward prick thy pace I '* 
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Tenderly then he took my hand, and, " Here, 
Continued ho, " ere further we have gone, 
Know, that the fact lesa startliiig may appear^' 
Giants, Hot towers, are thoae thou gazest on, 
There in the centrai well are ali ìmmersed, 
Each from Ma navel down, about the bank.* 
As when a fog breaks, ere it be disperaed. 
Little by little from the dark and.dank 
The sight shapes out those objeetB hid before, 
ThuH, piercing that groaa air, and getting near 
And nearer stili to the surrounding ahore, 
Mine error fled ; but inatant grew my fear. 



i 
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As Montereggion standa with turreta crownej 
About ita circuiti tbua these gianta grim, 
Towering with half theìr persona, rose aroui 
And overtopped the pit'a encìrcling rim. 
These are the fiends at whom Jove atìll doth lau^ 
Threats when he thundera, I already traced 
The face of one, great portìon of his pauneh, 
Shoulders and hreast, and anus adown bis waìst- 
Sure, Nature, when her hand forbore the akìll 
To make sueh monaters, ÌìsA a wiae intent, ^ 
Taking from Mara thoae miniaters of ili ; jH 
And if she do not of her whaJes repent, ^B 

And elepiiants, who closely thinks will find 
That she hepein a juat dìscretìon shows : 
For were ili will and atrengtli gifted with nùnd. 



A 
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Vainly would men such argument oppose. 
As long and large a visage he upreared 
As is Saint Peter's pine at Some, and such 
His other bones proportionedly appeared : 
Since from the bank that girt his waist so much 
Of his vast f orm was visible that three 
Tali Frìeslanders could not have reached his hair ; 
Thiriy good palms of him mine eye could see, 
Below where men their cloak-clasps use to wear. 

" Hapheghi mahameth izahig hcdmi I " Thus 
The savage mouth, which hymns of sweeter note 
Would ili agree with, straight saluted us. 
"Fool," said my Leader, "hush thy clamorous 

throatl 
Soni of conf usion ! with thy hom alone 
Vent thy brute f ury, for that brays it best. 
Search on thy neck there ; thou wilt find the zone 
That binds it dangling round thy giant breast." 
Then thus to me : " The slave is self-accused ; 
Nimrod that is, to whose bad thought is due 
That in the world one language is not used ; 
There let him stand, nor vain discourse pursue, 
For every language is to him a sound, 
Like his to others ; jargon without sense." 
So leftward turned, a bowshot on we f ound 
Another, far more fierce, of size immense. 
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What master-hand had power those lìmbs to \>xM-^^ 

I cannot say ; but both bis arms were fast, 

The left bef ore him, and the right behìnd, 

Held by a chaìn which round his f orm was cast^- 

From his neck down, five circles of the chain 

Were plaìn to view. " That haughty spirit stro^^^^ 

My Leader said, ^^ and so deserves his pain, 

To match his might against the most high Jove* 

'T is Ephialtes ; great his exploits were, 

When giant rebels filled the Gods with dread ; 

But those huge arms he nevermore shall stir." 

" Master, if it were possible," I said, 

" The measureless Briareus I would see." 

He answered thus : " Antaeus, if thou wilt, 

Thou mayst behold ; he speaks, his limbs are 

He shall convey us to the depths of guilt. 

Near us he stands : the other one f or whom 

Thou hast inquired is yonder distant far, 

Fettered like this one, by an equal doom ; 

But stUl more terrible his features are." 

Never did eartliquake wdth so violent shock 

Strongly and suddeuly a turret shake 

As E2)]iialt(»s 'gan to reel and rock ; 

Xor e'er did I with f ear of death so quake : 

Su ve tliat I saw the bonds that lield him fast, 

TeiTor alone had slain me (m the sjwt ! 

But now we reaelied Antjeus, towering vast, 

Without the head, full five ells fortli his grot. 
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" O thou that, in the vale where fortune led 
Scipio to glory (when in suoh dismay 
Grreat Hannibal, with ali his heroes, fled), 
Didst bear a thousand lions f or thy prey 1 
Througli whose assistance, hadst thou only striven, 
Leagued with thy brothers in the lof ty f ray, 
Many there be who think, despite of Heaven, 
That earth's proud children might have won the 

day! 
Be now our convoy, nor disdain the task, 
Where the numb winter locks Cocytus' flow : 
Bid US nor Tityos nor Typhoeus ask. 
What here you crave, this mortai can bestow ! 
Stoop, then, nor curi thy nostril in disdain : 
To sound thy fame on earth stili, he hath power ; 
He lives, and long time living will remain, 
Unless to her Grace cali him, ere his hour." 

The monster straight, as thus the Master-bard, 
Stretched his huge hands forth, and my Leader 

cla^ped 
Those hands that erst wrung Hercules full hard. 
And Virgil, when he felt himself thus grasped, 
Said : " Hither ! let mine arms thy form inclose : "' 
Thus we became one burden, he and I. 
And as the tower of Carisenda shows 
To one beneath it, if a cloud go by, 
So that the tower hangs adverse to the cloud, 
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Such looked Antaeus, watching as I stood 
To see him bend ; and, as liis figure bowed, 
I would have £ain some other way puraued. 
Eut at the base of the devouring den, 
Where Judas lies wlth Lucifer, at last 
He lightly set us down, and straight again 
Lìfted Mmself up like a vessel's mast. 
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Had I rhymes harsh and rade enough in Bon 
To Buit the nature of the dismal den 
Wtich ali the rocks bang buttressing a 
Mj full concelt should bave exprension then a 
But lackìng tbese, I fear my speecb ìb faint : 
For 't is no task wherewith to be amuaed, 
The bottom of the universe to paint, 
Nor £or a tongiie to infant lispings used. 
But may those virgius niake my vei-se ejcact, i 
Who helped Ajnpbion build bis Theban waU,l 
And give me utterance not below the £act. 
And O ye wrctchea ! most ill-staired of ali, 
Of whoae abode 't is terrible to teli, 
Better bad you been goats ou eartb, or sbeep 9 
Being now down witbin the gloomy well, 
Under the giant's feet, but far more deep. 
And wlùle the loft^ wall 1 stili admired. 



^ 
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I heard thìs voice : ^^ Be caref ul of thy tread ! 
Let not thy trampling soles ofiPend these tired, 
Sad brethren here, nor bniise them on the head." 
Tuming whereat, beneath me and bef ore, 
I saw a lake that seemed to be of glass 
Bather than water, so 't was frozen o'er. 
Never did wìnter with so gross a mass 
Yeil Austrian Danube or the river Don 
There under that eold sky ; had Tambemich 
Or Pietrapana's mountain fallen thereon, 
Not even its rim had creaked, it lay so thick. 
And as a frog squats croaking from a stream, 
With nose put f orth, what time the village maid 
Oft in her slumber doth of gleaning dream, 
Stood in the ice there every doleful shade, 
Livid a« far as where shame paints the check. 
And doomed their faees downward stili to hold. 
Chattering like storks, their weeping eyes bespeak 
Their aching hearts ; their mouths, the biting cold. 

I looked around me f or a while ; then fixed 
My gaze below, on two just under us, 
So linked together that their hairs were mixed. 
"O ye," said I, " who breast eaeh other thus ! 
Teli who ye are." Hereat their necks they bent ; 
And looking up, as they their faees showed, 
Their eyes, in which the moisture had been pent, 
Dropped icy tears which down their Ups o'erflowed. 
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These freezìng straight, their eyelida closely shnt : 
Never werc planks by clarap so cloaely beld 
Whenee they, like two he^ats, began to bntt 
Each other blìntUy, by sucb wrath compelled ; 
And one wboae ears the frost hatl g;nawed awai 
StUl hanging down bis countenance, exclaii 
" Wby doat thou eye ns wìtb that «barp survey' 
Know, if tbou 'rt wondering how those two are 

oamed, 
The vale fiom whicb Bisenzio'H water runa 
Down into Aino once belonged to them 
And Count Alberto ; f or tbey were bis sotis, 
And botb were isBue of a single stem. 
Tbou sbalt not find, searcb ali Caìna tbrough, 
One aoul more wortbj in this iw; to stand: 
Kot even that wretob wbom royal Arthur alei^^ 
Body sud sha<low pierting witli one brand ; 
No, nor Focaccia ; nor thin other ghost 
That witb bis head obstnicteth so my sigbt 
If thon 'rt a Tiisean, hìm full well thou know*i 
For Sasaol Mascheroni was he hight. 
And I, that thou mayst fuither queatìon 
Am Camicione, waìtìng to behold 
Cailin, whose guilt shall nmke luy foulness fi 

A tbousand visages I saw, by cold 

Tumed to dog-faces : horror chilla me throqgit'l 

Wheaever of those frozen fords I tbink. 
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as we nearer to the centre drew, 
To^^ards which ali bodies by their weight must 

sìnk, 
Thexe, as I shivered in the eternai chili, 
Ararnpling among the heads, it happed by luck 
^^ cìestiny, or, it may be, my will, 
*iaixi m the face of one my f oot I struck. 
*> ©eping, he cried : " What brings thee bruising 

US? 

^^ess on me fresh vengeance thou wouldst pile 
■ror Alont' Aperti, why torment me thus ? " 
^^d I : " My Master, wait f or me awhile, 
^^^t I through him may set one doubt at rest ; 
-^iieii if thou bid me hasten on, I will." 

y Leader stopped ; and I the shade addressed, 
^ -*^o kept full bitterly blaspheming stili : 
^^y, who art thou whose tongue so foully 

speaks?" 
^ ^^y", who art thou that walk'st the withering air 

-AwUtenora, smiting others' cheeks, 
"**^^:^h, wert thou living, 't were too much to bear ? " 
" ^i>i^ng I am ; and thou, if craving fame, 
^?^^t count it precious," this was my reply, 
^^.t I with other notes record thy name." 
_ ^^iswered thus : " Far other wish have I. 
^'^^He me now no longer ; get thee gone. 
^^^^ '^ is cold flattery in this waste of HelL'* 



^liis his hindmost hairs I fastened on, 
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And cricd : " Thy narae 1 I '11 force thee now 
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Or not one hair npon thy head shall grow." 
He answered thus : " Although thou pluck i 

bare, 
l 'U neither teli my name, nor viaage show ; 
Nay, though a thousand times thou rend my hair^ 

I Leld bis tresses in my fingere wound ; 
And more than one tuft had I twitched away, 
As he, with eyes bent down, bowled like a hound, .1 
When one ci-ied out : " Wbat ails tbee, BocoftlT 

Say. 

Canut tbou not make enough clack with thy jawi 
But thou must bark, too? What fiend prÌ4^ ti 

now ? " 
" Aha I " aaid I, " hencefortb I have no cause 
To bid thee speak, thou cursèd traitor, tbon ! 
l 'U shiune thee, hearing tnith o£ thee to men." 
" Away ! " he answered : " what thou wilt, relate Ej 
But, shouldst thou get from hence with hve 

again, 
Mention him, too, so ready with hìa prate. 
Here he hewaUs that silver of the French. 
' I Baw Duera'a lord,' thou mayst deelare. 

Down where the ainners in the coolness blench.' 
And if thou 'rt asked what other aoula were thei 
fieside thee Beccaria stands, whoae tbroat 
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Floxrence did cut. Beyond, Soldànier's shade, 
-Axicl Ganellon, and Tribaldello note, 
'^^Tio, while Faenza slept, her gates betrayed." 

ffi^"xi had we left, when, in a single gap 

Fast f roze together, other two I saw, 

So that one head was its companion's cap ; 

And. as a famished man a crust might gnaw, 

oo gxiawed the upper one the wretch beneath, 

Just ^where the neck-bone's marrow joins the brain : 

-»^ot otherwise did Tydeus fix his teeth 

^^ ^IMenalippus' temples in disdain. 

"^■■^^iXe thus he mumbled skull and hair and ali, 

T . 

^ ^^^od : " Ho 1 thou who show'st such bestiai hate 
^^ Ixim on whom thy ravenous teeth so fall, 

"'^y feed'st thou thus? On this agreement state; 

^"fc^ if thou have good reason for thy spite, 

U'^^^^^'Wing you both, and what his crime was, I 
^ ^ ^^^xi the world above may do thee right, 
^^^ss the tongue I talk with first grow dry." 
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his foul feast that sinner raised his jaw, 
ing it on the hair, first, of the head 
^lise hinder part his craunching had made raw. 
thus : " Thou wouldst that I renew," he said, 
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" Tlie agony whìch stili mj heart doth wring, 
III thought even, ore a sjllable I say ; 
But if my words may future Iiarveat bring, 
To the vile traitor here on whom I prey, 
Of infamy, tlieu thou shalt hear me speak. 
And aee my tears, too 1 I know not thy mien, 
Nor by wbat means thia region thou dost aeek ; 
But by thy tougue thou 'rt aure a Fiorentine, 

" Know then, Count Ugolino once was I, 

And tbis Arehbbhop Ruggieri : fate 

Makes us dose neigbbors ; I will teli thee why. 4 

'T is needlesa ali tbe story to relat«, 

How tbrougb hìa malice, trusting in Ma word, 

I was a prìsoner made, and, after, slain. 

But tbat whercof thou never canst bave heard 

(I mean how cruelly my life was ta'en) 

Thou shalt bear now, and tbencefortb know if he 

Ilave done me wrong, A loophole in the mew 

Wbich bath ite name of Famine's Tower from 



I 
1 



And where bis doom some otber yet must roe, 
Had shown me now already through ita cleft 
Moon after moon, when that ili dream I drcamed 
Whieb from futurity the curtain reft. 
He, in my vision, lord and master seemed, 
Hunting tbe wolf and wolf-c-nbs on the heiglit J 
Which screenetb Lucca from the Fiaan'a aj^ t J 
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With eager hounds well trained and lean and light, 
Gualandi and Lanfranchi darted by, 
With keen Sismondi ; these the f oremost went. 
But after some brief cliase, too hardly borne, 
The sire and ofiPspring seemed entirelj spent, 
And by sharp fangs their bleedìng sides were tom. 

" When, bef ore mom, from sleep I raised my head, 
I heard my boys in prison there with me 
Moaning in slumber, and demanding bread. 
If thou weep not, a savage thou must be ! 
Nay, if thou weep not, thinking of the fear 
My heart f oreboded, canst thou weep at aught ? 
Now they woke, also, and the hour was near 
When used our daily pittanee to be brought. 
His dream made each mistrustf ul ; and I heard 
The door of that dread tower nailed up below : 
Then in my childreu's eyes, without a word 
I gazed, but moved not ; and I wept not : so 
Like stono I was within that I could not ! 
They wept, though ; and my little Anselm cried : 
*Thou look'st so, father! what's the matter, what?* 
But stili I wept not, nor a word replied 
Ali that long day, nor ali the f ollowing night, 
Till earth beheld the sim's retuming ray. 
As soon as one f aint gleam of moming light 
Stole to the dismal dungeon where we lay, 
And soon as those f our visages I saw 
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Imagìng back the horror of mine own, 
Both hands throngh angiibh I began to ga«v% 
And they, believing want of food aloue 
Compelled me, started up and eried ; ' Far lesa, 
Dear father, it will torture us if thou 
Shouldst feed on us ! Tliou gavcst u3 this dress 
Of wretehed flesh : 't is thine, and take it now.' 
So, to relieve their little hearts, at last 
I calmed myself ; and ali in sUence thus, 
That, and the next day, motionless we past. 
Ah, thon hard earth 1 why didst uot ope for us ? 




" On the fourth moming, Gaddo at my feet 
Cast hìmself prostrate, murmuring : ' Father \ why 
Dost thon not help me ? Gìve me food to eat' 
With that he died ; and eveu so saw I, 
As thou seest me now, three more, one by one, 
Betwixt the fifth day and the sixth day fall ; 
By which time, sightless grown, o'er each dear su 
I groped, and two days on the dead did calL 
But what grief could not do, hunger did then." 
This sajd, he rolled his eyea askance, and fell 
To gnaw the skull with greedy teeth again, 
Strong ZB a dog's upon the bony sbell. 

Ab, Pisa \ shame of ali in that fair land 
Where si is uttered, since thy neighbore roood 
Take vengeance on thee with a tardy band. 
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Broke be Capraja's and Gorgona's bound ! 
Let them dam Amo's mouth up, till the wave 
WheLn every soul of thine in its o'erflow ! 
Wbat though 't was said Count Ugolino gave, 
Througb treachery, thy strongholds to the foe, 
Thou need'st not bave tormented so bis sons, 
Tbou modem Tbebes! tbeir youtb saved tbem 

f rom blame : 
Brigata, Hugb, and tbose two innocent ones 
Wbom, just above, tbe canto ealls by name. 

We now passed on, to wbere another race 
In the rougb bondage of the frost is pent, 
Hanging not down, but holding up the face, 
Whose very weeping weeping doth prevent. 
The tears, wluch at their eyes a baxrier find, 
Are forced within to make their anguish more ; 
For the first drops dog those that come behind. 
The cup with crystal visor glazing o'er. 
And though no longer much sensation dwelt 
In my own visage, caUous from the cold, 
Methought a breeze ùpon my cheek I f elt, 
And of my Master would the cause be told. 
" Is not ali wind," I said, " spent bere below ? " 
He answered : " Fast thou art approaching where 
Thy very eye the meet response will show, 
Seeing the source which poureth sueh an air." 
And one of those sad souls in that cold crust 
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Cried : " O ye spirits of so cmel kind 
That to the lowest regìon ye are thmst I 
These f rozen curtains from mine eyes unbind ; 
Let me a little vent this bursting heart 
Before again my gathering tears congeaL" 
I answered hìm : ^^ First teli me who thou art, 
If thou wouldst have me those glazed orbe unseal ; 
And if I free thee not, may I be simk 
Down to the bottom of this ice ! " " My name," 
The wretch replied, " is Alberie the monk ; 
l 'm he whose f ruit from no good garden came : 
Now f or those figs of mine I get this date." 

^' What ! art thou dead, then? " I exdaìmed ; and 

he 
Answered me thus : ^^ I know not in what state 
My body in the upper world may be. 
This one advantage beareth over ali 
The rest of Hell our Ptolemaean part, 
That of t the soul is hither doomed to fall 
Ere Atropos compel its final start. 
That thou more willingly mayst rub away 
These f rozen drops that overglaze my face, 
Leam that no sooner doth a soul betray, 
As I did, than a demon takes its 2)lace 
^Vho rules the body till its tenn be run, 
While to this cistem bere the soul is hurled ; 
Even now perchance the body of this one, 
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Who winters here behind me, walks the worldl 

If thou but newly art descended here, 

His outward semblance haply thou mayst know : 

« 

That 's Master Branca Doria ; many a year 
Hath glided by since he was chained below." 

" Now I beUeve thou 'rt mocking me," said I ; 
" For Branca Doria surely hath not gone 
To his grave yet, but in the world on high 
Eats, drinks, and sleeps, and putteth raiment on." 
" Ere to the fosse of those curst-claws," he said, 
" Up where the pitch boils, Michel Zanche carne, 
This caitiff left a devil in his stead. 
Tea, in his own and in a kinsman's frame, 
One who shared with him in his traitorous plot. 
But put thy band f orth now and let me see : 
Open mine eyelids ! " And I oped them not : 
Rudeness was courtesy to such as he. 

Ah, Genoese, men wanting in ali worth, 
With every taint of wickedness accurst 1 
Why are ye not swept off the face of earth ? 
Seeing that with this spirit, far the worst 
Even of Romagna, one of you I f ound 
Who, for his eminence in works of ili, 
Hath his soul down there in Cocytus drowned, 
Yet seems, above, alive in body stili. 
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" Vexilla Regis prodeunt Inferni^ — 
The flags are flying of the King of Hell ! 
Towards us they wave : so, look," the Master said, 
" Before thee now, if thou see him as well." 
As when a thick f og ali thìngs hath o'erspread, 
Or darkness veils our hemisphere, oft shows 
A mill, far off, whose wheels by wìnd are sped, 
Appeared a f rame in front of me that rose. 
Then, finding f rom the blast that swept along 
No shelter else, behind my Guide I shnmk, 
And saw (with f ear I set it in my song) 
That, where I was, the shades were wholly sunk. 
Through the clear ice their forms were plain to 

sight, 
Like splints in glass, erect, or lying low ; 
One with soles up, and one with head upright ; 
Another, face to f oot, bent like a bow. 
Soon as my Lord had led me on to where 
His pleasure 't was to point to my survey 
The being that was once, outside, so fair. 
He from before me passed, and bade me stay. 
" Lo, Dis ! " he said, " and lo, the place where thou 
Hast need to arm thy soul with ali its might ! " 
How frozen I became, how helpless now, 
Ask me not, reader 1 't is not mine to write ; 
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Aerici f orms of speech would ali too trivial be ; 
I ^was not dead, yet scarce alive remained : 
Tliink f or thyself , if genius bloom in thee, 
WTa^t my state was, whom neither state contained. 

At mid-breast, rising f rom the ice, on high 
^® towered, who sways that empire of despair ; 
-^Jid more my size might with a giant's vie 
J-han giants could with even his arms compare : 
«'udge what the whole must be of such a part I 
■'-'•> once as beauteous as he now is grim, 
-"^^ OH his Maker scowled in scorn of heart, 
^^U may ali miseries have their source in him I 

^9 ^^hat a marvel it appeared to me 
^^n I beheld upon the monster's head 
J^^i^^ than one coimtenance ! f or he had three : 
^^ jj^jg \^Q l^are in front, and that was red ; 
^ ^ther twain, that did with this imite, 
^^^ o'er the middle of each shoulder grew, 
^ ^^^^^T)ining where his crest had place : the right 
^ ^-^. mingled white and yeUow in its hue ; 
^ ^ left was such in color as the race 

^^^ of that land whence NUe sends down his 



r^^ stream. 



- ^^ mighty pinions rose from 'neath each face, 
.^^^^1 as might best so huge a f owl beseem ; 

^^ "^es had they none, but more like bat than bird : 
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Sails on the sea I never saw like those ; 

And them he flapped, and so to motion stirred 

Three wìnds, whose fanning ali Cocytus froze. 

A bloody slaver down his triple chin 

Flowed, mixed wìth tears, from those six eyes th^^^*'* 

carne ; 
And in each mouth, as 'twere his teeth had been 
A sort of brake, he champed a sinner*s frame : 
Thus three he held in his tormenting dutch. 
To him in front, the biting, if compared 
With the f erocious clawing, was not much ; 
For oft his back of skin was wholly bared. 

" That foremost soni up there," the Master said, 
" Whose limbs are quivering with intenser pain, 
Is Judas, called Iscariot : see ! his head 
Inside he hath, outside his legs remain. 
Briitus is one of those, with heads down-hung, 
Dangling from that black jaw : take note of him, 
IIow he doth wring; yet silence ehains his tongue 
Ciissius that other is, more largo of limb. 
Biit the iiiiiht eometh iip again ; and now 
Wo must dopart : we ha ve seen everything.*' 

IHs mnk I <;irdlod then (he teaching how), 
While Ilo rhose timo and place, when every wing 
AVas Oli tlio stretob : when thev were wide enough, 
liras]ùng the woolly rìbs, from loek to lock 
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He clambered down, betwixt the creature's rough 
Thick-matted tufts and that ice-crusted rock. 
When we had reached the swelling of the joint 
Where tums the thigh, my Leader, struggling sore, 
Tumed round with pains, precisely at this point, 
His head to where his f eet had been bef ore ; 
And as he grappled hard the shaggy haìrs 
Like a man climbing, back to Hell, methought, 
I was retuming. " Take fast hold ! such stalrs," 
The Master gasped, like one with toil o'erwrought, 
" Must serve us now such wickedness to quit." 
Then thiough an opening in a rock he passed, 
And placing me upon its brink to sit, 
With eaution moved ; and stopped near me at last. 
I raised mine eyes, expecting stili to see 
Lucif er, just as I had lef t him there, 
Standing: erect ; and he appeared to me 
In^rted, with k legs up L the air. 

Then if confusion struck me not aghast, 
The multitude may guess, whose grosser eyes 
Heed not what point it is I just had passed. 
" Now," said the Master, " to thy feet arise : 
Long is the joumey, and the way not good ; 
Towards his third hour the sun hath half-way 

risen." 
No corridor it was, wherein we stood, 
Of some fair palace, but a naturai prison ; 



I 
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Ite grouni^ was craggy, and it wanted light. 

And, " O uiy Master ! ere froni this abysa 

I make escape," aaid I, when once upright, 

" Draw me from error first, and teli me thìs : 

Where is the ice ? and tliis huge figure, how 

Comes he reveraed thus strangely ? and the sun ? 

How happeneth it tliat he already now 

From night to morning hath his joumey mn ? " 



He answered thus : " Thou fanciest thou art stili ^^^| 

That side the centre, where I grasped the hair 

Of the bad worm that borea thi-ough earth witff^^^*^ 

iU. 
While I descended, thou indeed wast there, 
Eut when I tumed, the centrai poiut we passed 
Towai-ds whìch ali weights draw, from on ever; 

band : 
Thou 'rt imder now thìs hemisphere whose vaat 
Oppoaes that, covering the great drj- land, 
Beneath whoae zenitli, sullering for your sakc-s. 
The Sinless-bom without sin lived and died. 
Thy feet are on a tesser sphere which makes 
Of the Giudeeca's base the outer side. 
'T is moming here when there the sun bath set ; 
And he, the shag^ ladder of our way, 
Fixed, aa he f eli from Heaven, abideth yet, 
This side he fell : the land then, in dismay, 
Though erst projecting, sought your hemisphere. 
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And sank in ocean, hìm perchance to fly. 

Whatever now doth on this side appear 

Left here this void, and trembling nished on high." 

A place there is 'neath Beelzebub extending 
Far as his tomb is deep ; unseen, but known 
By the low murmur of a rill descending 
A chasm its course hath gnawed out in the stone, 
Falling not much, but winding as it flows ; 
Into which secret way my Guide and I 
Entered to pass, not caring for repose, 
Back to the beautiful bright worid on high. 
And clambered up, he ever leading on, 
Until Heaven's lovely things, within my ken, 
Through a round opening in the cavem shone : 
And thence we rose to see the stars again. 



PURGATORY. 



PURGATORY. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 

The little vessel of my genius now 

Hoists sail o'er better waves to foUow helm, 

Tuming from sea so terrible its prow : 

And I will sing now of that second realm 

Wherein are purified the souls of men, 

Until of Heaven they worthy shaU have grown. 

But here dead poesy must rise again : 

O sacred Muses 1 I am now your own. 

Nor let Calliope here fall below, 

But soar to my song I with that epic strain 

Whereof those wretched magpies f elt the blow 

So that their hope of pardon was but vain. 

Of orientai sapphire that sweet blue 

Which overspread the beautiful serene 

Of the pure ether, far as eye could view 

To Heaven's first circle, brightened up my mien, 

Soon as I left that atmosphere of death 
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Which had mj heart so saddened with mine eyes. 
The beauteous planet whicli gives love new breatb 
Witih laughing light cheered ali the orient skies, 
Dimining the Fishea that ber eacort made ; 
Then, tuming to my rigbt, I stood to scan 
The Boatbem pole, and four stars there sarveyed, 
Save the first people, never seen by man : 
Heaven seemed rejoicing in their blaùng rays. 

widowed north, bow mnch art thou bereft, 
Tbat coDstellatìon hiddeii from tby gaze ! 
Ceasing my look, a little towards the left 

(The pole whenee now the Wain had disappeared) 

1 tamed, and aaw an old man ali alone 
Near me, whose aspect claimed to be revered ; 
More mìght no father claim it of a 8on. 

His beard was long ami streaked, as was his hair, 
Which fell in two lengtha down hia breast, wìth 

white. 
The rays of tboae fonr aacred splendore there 
So sprìnkled o'er his countenance with light 
It seemed to me the sim before me stood 1 
And tbu3 he apake, abaking tbose reverend plomes : 



* 



" Say, wbo are ye 'gaìnst the dark etream who could 
Hy, as ye bave, the eternai dimgeon's glooms? 
Wbo was your guide ? Who lighted you the way 
Escaping fortb from that profovmdest night 
Wbich makes the infemal valley black for aye? 



A 
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The laws of that abyss, are they so slìght ? 

Or is the purpose changed which Heaven did please, 

That ye, condemned, approach these crags of 

mine?'' 
Here my Lord beckoned me to bend my knees 
And brows (words adding to hìs touch and sign), 
Then answered thus : " My will was not my guide ; 
A maid from Heaven besought me so to bear 
This being company that I compKed. 
More of our state wouldst have me to declare, 
Thy wiU to gamsay, my wiU cannot be : 
This man hath never seen life's closing even, 
But, through his f olly, came so nigh to see 
That for escape but littla'«pace was given. 
Therefore was I, as I have told thee, sent 
To tulm him back; and other way was none 
Save this to which my guidance I have lent. 
Ali the bad spirits I to him have shown, 
And purpose now revealing to Mm those 
Who under thee their natures purify. 
'T were long how I have led him to disclose, 
But a grace aids me, graQted from on high, 
To bring him thus to see thee and to hear : 
Now may it please thee, greet him fair I He goes 
In quest of liberty, that is so dear ; 
How dear, who spumeth life for freedom knows. 
Thou know'st I who didst in Utica delight 
To die for her, dofi&ng that vestment there 
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I Aitgel, a 

L Eound it 



Which at the laat great day shall show so white. 

Unchanged for us the eternai edicts are ; 

This man yet Hves, antl Minos binda not r 

1 come f rom where thy Marcia's ehastc ejes shine,' 

Who seems in aapect stili imploring thee, 

O sacred breast \ that thou wilt keep her thine. 

Then for her love incline thee to our prayer ; 

Through thy scven kingdoms graiit iis leave to go : 

Thy grace I gratefidly will teli her wliere 

She dwells, if thou deign mentioning below," 

" Marcia delighted ao mine eyes abore, 

While I waa therc," he answered, " that I g 

"VVhate'er she aslicd me freely to her lov& 

But now she dwells that side the wiched wave 

She cannot move me longer : I am stayed 

By law9 which when I carne thenee were decreed. I 

But since thou tell'st me a celestial maid 

Urges and guides thee, of fair words what need? 

Enougl» her name to sanction thy deniand. 

Go tlien ! and let tliis bcing with a plain 

Smooth reed be girt, and wash with thine own h 

His visage pure f rom every soil and staio ; 

For, until every dìmness be dispersed, 

It were not fitting to beclouded eyes 

To come before the one who sits the Brst 

Angel, a minìstrant of Paradise, 

Bound ita low margent, on the yielding ooze. 
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Down by the low strand where the waves have strif e, 
This isle bears reeds : not any plant which grows 
Hard, or that puts f orth leaf , may there have lif e, 
For no such stem to every stroke would bow. 
In fine, not this way look to joumey back : 
The sun will show you, which is rising now, 
To take this mountain at some easier track." 
Heiewìtìi he vanished : I straightway did rise 
Without a word, and toward my guiding One 
Ali elosely drew, f astening on him mine eyes, 
Who thus began : " Follow my steps, my son. 
Tnm we back this way ; for this way," he said, 
" The shore sinks low to where its limits are." 

Now day's white light had quelled the moming's 

red 
Which fled bef ore it, so that from alar 
I recognized the trembling of the main. 
Like one who tums to find a pathway lost, 
And till he find it seems to walk in vain, 
Silent that solitary plain we crossed. 
When we had come to where the dewdrops pass 
But slowly off (by reason of the shade 
The sun resisting), on the soft smaU grass 
His outstretched palms my Master gently laid : 
Whence I, acquainted with his act's intent, 
Held up my cheeks ali wet with tears to him, 
While he restored unto my face besprent 
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My naturai hue, wliieh Ilell had maxle so grim. 

We carne soon after to the deaeri shore 

^Mch Dever yet belieltl a man wlio liad 

Come back, ooce Iiaviug crossed tliose waters o'ei 

Here then Jie ginied me as Cato bade : 

Oh, how miraoTiloua ! with instant growth 

Sprang up immediately another spray 

In the same spot (and of the samc kind both) 

Whence he had plucked the lowly reed away. 



CANTO THE SECOND. 

Now that horizon whoae merìdian arch 
Hangs o'er Jemsalem its topmoat height, 
The Bun had reached ; while opposite, her marcii 
Holding in counter-course, the circling night 
Walked forth from Ganges, hearing in her hand 
The Scales that she lets fall with her advanee. 
So fair Aurora' 8 eheeks, by ripti age tanned. 
From white and red grew orangc to my glance. 

Stili by the aea we made some brief delay, 

Like lingering men that on their joumey dream, , 

Who go in spirit, but in body stay : 

And lo ! as when, aurprised by moming's beam, 

Through the gross vapors Mars doth redly bum 

Down in the west upon the ocean floor. 
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-^ light appeared (oh, may that light retuin !) 
So irapidly tliose waters traveling o'er 
^">3.t to ìts motìon flying were but slow ; 
■'-h^ii, havìng momently withdrawn my gaze 
-*^^ qiiestion of my Guide, I looked, and lo 1 

-Larger it bumed, and seemed almost ablaze. 

^ooix from each side thereof , although I knew 

-Wa.iigjxt wbat they were, something appeared of 
white, 

^^^'^d Tindemeath another of Hke bue 

-^itrtl^ by little grew forth into sight. 

"^y Aiaster spake not ; I meantime could speli 

^^^gs in tbose first white objects at the side. 
^^^^H as he reeognized the pilot well, 
;^^liold God's angel ! bend thy knees ! " he eried ; 
up thy palms to him ; hencef orward more 
heavenly delegates thou shalt behold ! 
how he scoms man's arguments of oar 
sail, but simply doth unfold 
^^ own pure pinions (winnowing the air, 
^ ^^^ heavenward stretching those eternai pens) 
^^ ^-^Xn shore to shore so distant ; plumes that ne'er 
rp^^^'^Xlt like the changing tresses that are men's." 
rpl^^^^a as more near and nearer to us drew 

•'t divine bird, so grew the splendor more. 



s 




scarce tìie eye coiild bear a closer view. 
•^nt mine down, and lie arrived asliore 
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Wìth a fleet skiff, so light upon the flood 

That without wake it skinuned the water's breast. 

High on the stem the heavenly hehnsmaii stood, 

In aspect such as Holy Wrìt calls blest. 

More than an hundred spirits in one band 

Within sat blending in one voice their strains, 

" In exitu Israel^ from the land 

Of Egypt," and what else that psalm contains. 

The sign of holy cross he made them then, 
Whereat they bounded ali upon the strand. 
And he, swift as he carne, sped back again. 
The crowd that stayed looked wildly round, and 

scanned 
The place, like strangers coming to things new. 
Now on ali sides had Phoebus pierced the day 
With his keen arrows, which so fiercely flew 
That Capricom was chased from Heaven's midway, 
When the new-comers raised their brows to us, 
Saying : " Show us the pathway, if ye know, 
Up to the mountain." Virgil answered thus : 
" Perchance you think we know this place ; not so. 
We, like yourselves, are only pilgrims bere : 
Just bef ore you, and by another way, 
We carne a road so rugged, so severe, 
That climbing this will seem thereto as play." 
The spirits, by my breathing who could guess 
That I was living, wan with wonder grew ; 
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-^J^<ì just as people round a herald press 
^^'T^o Comes with olive wreaths, to hear what new 
Tidingg he bears, regardless how they tread, 
■^^^s gathering round, those f avored souls eyed me ; 
-*^3,cli one, as 't were, f orgetf ul how he sped 
J-O'Wards where they go more beautiful to be. 

^^o X beheld before the rest, who came 
^^ to embraee me, with such look intense 
^^ lo^e, it moved me to return the same. 

^ save in aspect, shadows void of sense ! 
"■-^Ur^^ times my hands around his form I threw, 

^^ thriee received them back upon my breast. 

^Ivixik my face was tinged with wonder's hue ; 

^^ "the shade smiled as after him I pressed, 
"^^*^d^ I stili f ollowing, he so sweetly said : 

-^^ oUow no longer." Whose that voice must be 

^"^ew full well, and begged him, ere he fled, 
^tay a little while to speak with me. 



ro 



y. ^ ^Jiswered me : " As in my mortai part 
^^"^ed thee once, I love thee loose from day, 




^^ - therefore stop ; but thou, why wandering art ? " 

. '*^^^ dear Casella, I come not to stay, 
^^^i must return where I am dwelling stiU. 
^^ Z!r^ *®11 ™® what has so delayed thy bliss ? " 
P^ '^^^ he who taketh whom and when he will 
^^^ised my passage oft, no wrong was this," 
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The shade replied; ^^to Heaven's bis choice oon- 

fonns: 
These tliree months freely he hath carried o'er, 
At their own pleasure, the peace-parted swarms ; 
Whence I, too, eoasting by the sacred shore, 
Where Tiber's waves grow salt, wìthgracious h^d 
Was gathered. Thitherward he now has gone, 
Bending bis pìnions toward that opening strand, 
Since ali meet there who seek not Acheron." 
Then I : " XJnless the new laws bere f orbid 
Memory or use of that love-laden style 
Which ali my longings once full gently cbid, 
Soothe with one song, beseeeh thee, f or a while 
This soul of mine ! which, dragging here its day, 
Is so wom out." Directly he began, 
" Love reasons with me," in so sweet a way 
That the same sweetness I could bear, and can. 
We stood, my Master and myself , as though 
Naught else possessed us, and that sbadowy swarm, 
Kapt, listening round bim to bis notes ; and lo I 
That noble old man's venerable form 
Carne crying : " How now, tardy spirits ! why 
This negligence ? why lingering do ye plod ? 
Run to the mountain, that from every eye 
The scales may fall that seal your sight from God." 

As doves (when busy gathering grain or tares, 
Clustered at pasture in a single flock. 
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Quiet, nor showing their accustomed airs), 
If aught approach the timid tribe to shock, 
Fly from their food, assailed by greater care, 
So quit the song this new-come troop, and started 
Hìllward, like one who goes unknowing where ; 
And mth no less a pace, we, too, departed. 
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Though round the plain their quick flight seat- 

tered them, 
Bent f or that bill where reason tums our tread, 
My faithfid Guide close at my gannent's hem 
I kept : how eould I without him bave sped ? 
Who else had o'er that mountain marshaled me ? 
He seemed, methought, as inly touched with shame : 
O noble conscienee void of stain, to thee 
How sharp the bite is of the smallest blame I 
Soon as bis f eet the hurried movement checked 
Which every action's digoity destroys, 
My mind, till now restrained and cireumspeet, 
Expanded with new strength, as 't were of joy's. 
My face I fixed upon that bill to gaze 
Towards bighest heaven which springeth from the 

wave; 
The sun behind me redly flamed, its rays 
Broke by the shadow which my figure gave. 
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WLen I perceived befora me that the ground 
Was darkened only by inystìlf , in dread 
Of being tliei-e deserted, I looked round ; 
And fronting me in full, my Comfort said : 
" Why this distruat? Believ'st thou not that I 
Am witL tliee stili, tby leader to the last ? 
'T Ì9 evening now already where on high 
My body lies (wbich once a shadow cast), 
Buried at Naples, from Brundusium brought. 
Now, if no ahade before me meet tby sigbt, 
It need wake no moro maryel in tby tbougbt 
Than why one ray checks not another's light 
Omnipotence to such f orms hatb assigned 
The power of sufferìng tormenta, cold and beat; 
But bow, reveals not to created kìnd. 
He is but mad who bopes this incomplete 
Keason of om-s may track the influite way, 
Wbich of three persona holds the substance one. ( 
Best, hmnan race, contented, when you say 
Simply because conld ye tbe wbole bave known 
No need bad been for Mary to bave bome 1 
And ye bave seen iu bopelesa longing those 
Wbo now to ali etemity mnst moum 
Deaire for whicb tbey vainly sought repose. 
Of Aristotle and of Plato now 
I speak, aud mauy others." He remained 
Silent at this, aud stood wìth bended brow 
And troubled look : meaintime tbe hill we a 
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We found the cliff here sloping so steep down 

That nimblest legs had there been useless quìte. 

The wildest way betwixt Turbìa's town 

And Lèrici, the ronghest, were a flight, 

Compared with this, of open easy stairs. 

*' Who knows," my Master said, and stayed his 

pace, 
" Where this hill slopeth, so that one who wears 
No wings may elimb it ? " then his earnest face 
Directed dosely to the ground, as if 
Making in mind a study of the way. 
Meantime I gazed up round about the cliff ; 
And on the left hand carne to my survey 
A band of spirits, moving on towards us, 
That seemed not moving, f or they came so slow. 
*' Lift up thine eyes," I to the Master thus : 
*' If of thyself thou art not certain, lo ! 
Yon souls our footsteps may direct, perchance." 
Thereat he looked, then f rankly made reply : 
" Go we towards them, so gently they advance ; 
And thou, my sweet son I keep thy hope up high." 

That people seemed as far, when we had gone 
A thousand steps, I say, or thereabout, 
As a good Singer might have cast a stone ; 
When ali at once, like one who goes in doubt 
And stops to look, their moderate march they 
checked, 
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And dose to tliat high bank's hard masses drev* 
" O ye peaoe-partod ! O ye spirìts elect ! 
Ev'n Ly that pcace which waita for each ai jou» 
As I believe," thu3 Virgil them bespakc, 
" Inform uà wliere thia mountain sloptith, so 
That it3 ascent we may essay to malte ; 
For they mouru time'a loss raost, the moat wl 
know." 

Like lambs that i»sue froni their fold, one, two, 
Then thi-ee at once ; tlie rest ali stauding shy, 
With eye and nostri] to the ground, that do 
Then what the foremost doth, unknowing why. 
And crowd upon her back if she biit stand 
(Quiet and simple creatures 1), thua the head 
I aaw move towards us of the happy band, 
Modest in face, and of a comely tread. 

Soon as tlieir lendera noticed that the light 
On my right side lay brokcn at my feet, 
So that my ahadow reachcd the roeky height, 
They Btopped and drew a little in retrcat. 
And ali the other» following, thoiigh they knew 
Naught why they drew back, did the very same. 
" Without your question I confess to you 
That here you see a living human (rame : 
Hence on the ground the eunlight thuB is rìvrau i 
Marvel not at it, but belliive ye ali 
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Not wìthout virtue by the Most High given 

This man Iiath come to scale your mountain's 

walL" 
My Master thus, and thus that gracious band : 
" Tum then and join us, and before us go ; " 
And wbile some beckoned us with bended band, 
One called : *' Whoe'er thou art there joumeying so, 
Tum ! Think : hast ever looked on me before ? " 
I tumed and gazed upon the one who spoke. 
Handsome and blond, he looked high-bom ; but 

o'er 
One brow appeared the severance of a stroke. 
When I had humbly answered hhn that ne'er 
Had I beheld him, ^^ Look! " he said, and high 
Up on bis breast showed me a wound he bare ; 
Then added smilingly : " Manfred am I, 
The Empress Constance' grandson : in such name 
Do I entreat, when back thou shalt bave gone, 
To my fair daughter hie, of whose womb carne • 
Sicily's boast and Aragon's renown ; 
And teli ber this, if aught but truth be said, 
That after two stabs, each of power to kill, 
I gave my soul back, weeping ere it fled 
To Him who pardoneth of His own free will. 
My sins were horrible ; but largo embrace 
Infinite Goodness hath, whose arms will ope 
For every child who tumeth back to grace ; 
And if Cosenza's bishop, by the Pope 
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Cleiueot set on to liound me to the last, 

That page of Holy Writ had better read, 

My bones had stili beea sheltered £rom the blast 

Near Benevento, bj the bridge'» head. 

Under tlieir load o£ stones ; but now without 

The reabn they lie, by Verde's river, bare 

For winds and rains to beat and blow about, 

Drag^d with quenched candles and with cursea 

there. 
Yet not by their poor maledietion can 
Souls be so lost but that Eternai Love 
May be brought back, wliile hope hath lif e in man. 
'T Ì3 trae that one who seta hiuiifelf above 
The Holy Church, and dica beneath ita ban 
(Even thoiigb he had repented at the last), 
Outside this moimt must unadmìttod rove 
Thirty tìmes longer than the term had beea 
Of bis presumptuou3 contumaey past, 
Unless good prayers a sliorter penance win. 
See now what ]>ower thou hast to make me glad ! 
Beport of me to my good Coastance bear, 
How thou saw'st me, and what l 've told thee. 

add; 
For much it profits us wliat they do there. 
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CANTO THE FOURTH. 

Whene'er the mind, from any joy or pain 
In any faculty, to that alone 
Bends its whole strength, its other powers remaìn 
Unexercised, it seems (whereby is shown 
Plain contradietion of the erroneous view 
Which holds within us kindled several souis) ; 
Hence, when we hear or see a thing whereto 
The mind is strongly drawn, unheeded rolls 
The passing hour ; the man observes it not : 
That power is one whereby we hear or see, 
And that another which absorbs onr thought ; 
This being chained, as 'twere, the former free. 

A real eiqperience of this truth had I, 

Listening that soul, and wondering at such force ; 

For now the sun fuU fìfty degrees high 

Had risen without my noticing bis course, 

When came we where the spirits, with one voice 

ali, 
Cried out to us : " Behold the place ve seek ! " 
A ^der openiBg oft, in hedge or wi 
Some farmer, when the grape first browns its 

check, 
Stops with one forkful of bis brambles thrown, 
Than was the narrow pass whereby my Guide 
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Began to clirnb, I followìng on alone, 

While from ora way I aaw those wanderers glìdt?— 

A man may climb Saint Leo, or descend 
The stet'ps of Noli, or Bismautua's height 
Scale to the top, and on his feet depend ; 
Ilere one should fly l I mean he Qeeds the light 
Pinions and pliimage of a sti-ong desire, 
Under such leadership as gave me hope 
And lighted me my way. Advancing higher 
In through the broken rock, it lef t no scojie 
On eìther side, but crauiped us dose ; the ledge 
O'er which we crept required both feet and hande 
When we had toiied up to the utmost edge 
Of the high babi, where the clear coast espanda, 
" \\Tiich way," said I, " my Master, aliali we take ? " 
And he to me : " Let not thy foot fall back ; 
Stili follow me, and for the mountain make, 
Until BOme guide apjjear who knows the track." 
Its top sight reached not, and the hillside rose 
With far more salient angle tlian the line 
That from half-quadrant to the centre goes. 
Moat weary was I. " Gentle Father mine," 
I thus broke sìlence, " tum and see that if 
Thou Btay not for me, I remain alone." 
" Stniggle, my son, as far as yonder clifE," 
He aaid, and pointed upwards to a zone 
Terracùig ali tlie mountain on t)tat side. 
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word so spurred me ihat I f orced myself , 
clambered on, stili dose behind my Guide, 
Untìl my f eet were on that girdling shelf . 



[ere we sat down, and tumed onr f aces towards 
Le east, from which point we liad made ascent 
^^OT looking back on toìl some rest affords) ; 
on the low sliore first mine eyes I bent, 
len «ùsed them sunwaid, wondering as I ga^d 
[ow bis light smote us from the left While thus 
stared, be marked bow I bebeld, amazed, 
^ay's ebariot entering 'twixt tbe nortb and us. 
Were yonder mirror now," tbe Poet said, 
*^Tbat witb bis ligbt leads up and down ihe 

spberes, 
3n Castor and FoUux, tbou wouldst see the red 
Zodìac revolving closer to tbe Bears, 
K it swerved notbing from its ancient course ; 
Wbicb fact to fatbom wouldst tbou power com- 

mand, 
Imagine, witb tby mind's eollected force, 
This mount and Zion so on eartb to stand 
That, thougb in adverse bemispheres, tbe twain 
One sole borizon bave : thence 't is not hard 
To see (if dear tbine intellect remain) 
How the sun's road, wbicb Phaethon, ili starred, 
Knew not to keep, must pass that moimtain o'er 
On one, and tbis bill on tbe otber side." 
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" Certes, my Master, ne'er aaw I before 
So clear as at thia moment," I replied, 
" Wiere aeemed but now my imderstand ' 



i. 



How the mid-cìrele of the heavenly apherea 
And of their movements (the Equator nained 
In special terni of art), which never veers 
From its old course, 'twixt winter and the aun, 
Yet for the reaaon thou dost now assìgn 
Towards the Septentrion from this poìnt doth 
While to the Jews ìt bore a south decline. 
But if ìt please thee, gladly woultl I leam 
How far we bave to joumey ; for so high 
This bill soai& that mine eyes cannot discem 
The top thereof ." He made me this reply ; 

" Such ìs this mountain that for one below 
The first aacent is evermore severe ; 
It grows les3 pjunful higher as we go^ 
So when to thee it pleasant ahall appear, 
That no more toil thy climbing sball attend 
Than aailjng down the way the current flows, 
Tlien art thou near unto thy patliway'a end ; 
There from thy labor look to find repose. 
I know that thia Ì3 trae, but aay no more." 
And t-l'Ì3 word utteieil, not far off addressed 
Me thua a voice : " It may be tliat before 
That pass thou wilt bave nced to sit and resb** 
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At sound thereof we both looked round, and there 
Beheld a huge rock, dose to our left band, 
Wliereof till now we had not been aware : 
Tbither we toiled, and m ìts sbade a band 
Bebind it stood wìtb a neglectf ul air, 
As men in idleness are wont to stand. 

And one wa^ seated, banging down bis fa^ 

Between bis knees, wbicb be witb languid limb, 

Lookmg exhausted, held in his embra^e. 

" O my sweet Seignior ! " I exelaimed, " note bim I 

Lazier looking tban bad laziness been 

His sister bom." Tuming towards us, at lengtb 

He gazed, slow lifting o'er bis tbigb bis ebin, 

And drawled : " Go up, tben, tbou wbo bast sucb 

strengtb." 
I bnew wbo tbat was tben ! and tbougb tbe aseent 
Had made me pant somewbat, I kept my pace, 
Spite of sbort breatb ; dose up to bim I went, 
And be droned f ortb, scarce lifting up bis face : 
" Hast tbou f ound out yet bow tbe sun tbis way 
O'er tby left sboulder dotb bis cbariot guide ? " 
His slotb, and wbat few words he bad to say, 
Made me smile sligbtly, and I tbus replied : 
" No more, Sciacqua, do I moum tby fate. 
But teli me wherefore in tbis place I see 
Tbee sitting tbus ? Dost tbou for escort wait, 
Or bas tbine old slow babit seized on tbee ? " 
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And he : ^^ O brother I wliat boots it to clìmb ? 

God's angel sitting at the gate denies 

Me way to penance untìl so much time 

Bepast as, living, I beheld the skies, 

Outside I must remain here for the crime 

Of dallyìng to the last my contrite sighs, 

Unless I happily some help derive 

From the pure prayer ascending from a heart 

That lives in grace ; a prayer not thus alive 

Heaven doth not hear : what aìd can such impart ?" 

Now bef ore me the Poet up the height 
Began to climb, saying : " Come on, for o'er 
This hill's meridian hangs the sun, and night 
Sets f oot already on Morocco's shore/' 
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Already parted from those shades, I went 
Following the f ootsteps of my Ghiide, when one 
Behind me towards my f orm his finger bent, 
Exclaiming : " See ! no ray f alls from the sun 
To the lef t hand of him that walks below 1 
And sure ! he moveth like a Kving man." 
Mine eyes I tiimed, at hearing him say so^ 
And saw them with a gaze ali wonder scan 
Now me, stili me, and now the broken light 
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My body caused. The Master then to me : 
" Why let thy wonder keep thee f rom the height 
To drag so slowly ? What concems it thee 
What here ìs whispered ? Only f ollow thou 
After my steps, and let the crowd talk on : 
Stand like a tower firm-based ! that will not bow 
Its head to breath of winds that soon are gone. 
The man o'er whose thought second thought hath 

Bway 
Wide of hìs mark ìs ever sure to miss, 
Because one force the other wears away." 
What could I answer but " I come," to this ? 
I said it, something sprinkled with the hue 
Which, in less f aults, excuseth one f rom blame. 
Meanwhile, across the mountaìn-side there drew, 
Just in Olir front, a train that, as they came, 
Sang Miserere, verse by verse. When they 
Observed my f orm, and notieed that I gave 
No passage through me to the solar ray, 
Into a long hoarse " Oh ! " they changed their stave ; 
And two, as envoys, ran up with demand : 
" In what condition is it that ye go ? " 
And my Lord said : " Return ye to the band 
Who sent you towards us, and give them to know 
This body is true flesh. If they delayed 
At sight (I deem so) of the shadow here, 
Thereby sufficient answer shaU be made : 
Him let them reverence ; it may prove dear.** 
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I never saw a meteor dart so quick 
Througli tlie serene at midnìght, or a gleam 
Of lightning flash at sunset through a thick 
Piled August eloud, but these would f aster seem 
As they retreated ; havìng joìned the rest, 
Back like an unreined troop towards us they sped. 
" This throng is largo by whom we thus are pressed, 
And come to implore of thee," the Poet said ; 
" Therefore keep on, and as thou mov'st attend." 

" O soul who travelest, with the very frame 
Whìch thou wert born with, to thy blessèd end, 
Stay thy step somewhat ! " Crying thus they carne. 
" Look if among us any thou dost know, 
That thou of him to earth mayst tidings bear. 
Stay ! wilt thou not ? Ah ! wheref ore must thou 

go? 
We to our dying hour were sinners there, 
And ali were slain ; but at the murderous blow 
Wamed us an instant light that flashed from 

Heaven, 
And ali from lif e did peacef ully depart, 
Contrite, f orgiving, and by Him f orgiven, 
To look on whom such longing yeams our heart." 
" None do I recognize," I answered, " even 
Scanning your faces with mine utmost art ; 
But whatsoe'er, ye sacred souls, I may 
To give you comfort, speak, and I will do ; 
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Yea, by that peace whicli leads me on my way 
From worid to world sucli guidance to pursue." 

" Wìthout sucli protestation," one repHed, 

" Unless thy will a want of power def eat, 

In thy kìnd offices we ali eonfide ; 

Whenee I, sole speaking bef ore these, entreat 

If thou mayst e'er the territory see 

That lies betwixt Romagna and the seat 

Where Charles hath sway, that thou so courteous be 

Ab to implore the men in Fano's town 

To put up prayers there eamestly for me, 

That I may purge the sins that weigh me down. 

There I was bom ; but those deep wounds of mine 

Through which my lif e-blood issued I reeeived 

Among the children of Antènor's line, 

Where most secure my person I believed ; 

'T was through that lord of Este I was sped 

Who, past ali justice, had me in his hate. 

O'ertak'n at Oriaco, had I fled 

Towards Mira, stili where breath is I might wait. 

But to the marsh I made my way instead. 

And there, entangled in the cany brake 

And mire, I fell, and on the ground saw spread, 

From mine own veins outpoured, a living lake." 

Here spake another : " Oh, may that desire 
So be fulfilled which to the lof ty mount 
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Con^ucts thy feet, as thou shalt bring me nighe« 
To mine by thy good prayers. I am the Comit 
Buonconte ; Montefeltro's lord was I. 
Giovamia carcs not ; no one cares for me : 
Therefore with these I go dejectedly." 
And I to bim : " What violence took thee. 
Or cLance of war, from Campaldino then 
So far tliat none e'er knew thy burial-place ? " 
" Oh I " answered he, " above the hermit'a glem 
A stream whoee course is Casentino's base 
Springs in the Apennine, Archìano called. 
There, where that name is lost in Aruo's flood, 
Exhausted I arrived, footaore and galled, 
Piereed in my throat, painting the plain with bloc^^ 
Here my BÌght faUed me, and I f eli ; the last 
Word that I spake waa Mary'a name, and then i 
From my desertcd fleah the spirit passed. ' 

The truth I teli now, teli to living men ! 
God's angel took me, bnt that fìend of Hell 
Screamed out : ' Ha I thou from Heaven, why 

robb'at thou me? 
His soul thou gett'et for one small tear that fell, 
Bnt of this offal other work I '11 see.' 
Thou hnow'Bt how vapora, gathering in the air, 
Mount to the eold, and there, coudensed, dìstili 
Back into wat«r. That Bad Wìll which ne'er 
Seeka aught but evil joined hia evil will 
With intellect, and, from the great force givea 
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By his fell nature, moved the mist and wind, 
And o'er the valley drew the darkened heaven, 
Covering it with clouds as day declìned 
From Pl*atomagno far as the great chain, 
So that the o'erburdened air to water tumed ; 
Then the fioods fell, and every rivulet's vein 
Swelled with the superflux the soaked earth spumed. 
When to largo streams the mingling torrents grew, 
Down to the royal river with such force 
They mshed that no restraint their f ury knew. 
Here fierce Archiano found my frozen corse 
Stretched at its mouth, and into Amo's wave 
Dashed it, and loosened from my breast the sign 
(Which when mine anguish mastered me I gave) 
Of holy cross with my crossed arms : in fine, 
O'er bed and bank my f orm the streamlet drave 
Whirling, and with its own day covered mine." 

^' Oh, stay I when thou shalt walk the world once 

more. 
And bave repose from that long way of thine," 
Said the third spirit, following those before, 
" Remember Pia ! for that name was mine. 
Sienna gave me birth ; Maremma's f en 
Was my undoing : he knows that full well 
Who ringed my finger with his gem, and then, 
After espousal, took me there to dweU." 
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Weex from the game of hazard men depart, 
The loser stays, and, casting o'er Ma throws, 
Leams a hard lesson witii a heavy heart, 
While with the winner ali the assembly goes : 
One runa before, one plueka his robe behind ; 
But he delays not, though beside bis way 
Another comrade eallB hiinself to niind ; 
And evcry one pei-eeives that he would say, 
^^ Press me no more!" to whom he HftB 

band. 
And by bo doing keepB the erowd at bay ; 
Such I was, fi-eeing me from that dense band, 
To this and that one bending my survey. 
And promising to answer each demand. 

Here was that Aretine whoae lethal wound 
The aav^e hands of Ghin' di Tacco made ; 
AIso that knight who in piirauit was drowned. 
Here with stretched palma Frederie Novello prayi 
The Pisan, too, at whoae defeat liia sire, 
Good ohi Marzucco, ehowed a strength sublime. 
I saw Coiuit Orso, and that soni whom dire 
Envy and spi te, but no eommitted crune, 
Tore from his mortai f rame, as he deolared ; 
Pierre de la Brosse I mean : so, while she maj, 
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Be tliat bad woman of Brabant prepared, 
Lest sbe go join a far worse fiock than tbey I 

Wben I bad freed me f rom tbe gatbering press 
Of sbadows praying stili tbat otbers' prayers 
Migbt basten f orward tbeir own blessedness, 
I tbus began : " Tby page, my Lìgbt ! deelares 
Expressly, in one text, tbat Heaven's decree 
To no beseecbing bendetb. Yet tbis race 
Prays witb sucb purpose : will tbeir praying be 
Witbout avail ? or bave I in tbat place 
Misread tby word ? " He answered : "It is gross 
And plain to reason : no f allacious bope 
Is tbeirs, if tby sound mind consider dose. 
Tbe topmost beigbt of judgment dotb not slope, 
Because love's fire may instantly complete 
Tbe penance due from one of tbese ; but wbere 
I closed tbat point witb words wbicb you repeat, 
A gulf betwixt tbe Most Higb was and prayer : 
No praying tbere could cover past def ect. 
Yet verily, in so profound a doubt 
Rest not, tiU sbe wbo 'twixt tbine intellect 
And trutb sball be tby ligbt berself speak out, 
Dost understand me ? Beatrice I mean. 
Tbou sbalt behold ber in a lof tier place, 
Tbis mountain summit, smiling and serene." 
" Good Guide," said I, " tben let us mend our pace ; 
I feel no more my weariness : o'er us 
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The mountain shadow growa, and hides mine ow 

" We will gu forward," he gave aiiswer thus, 

" Far as we can, ere this day's light be goiie ; 

But thy thought wanders from the fact. Tlm a 

height 
Ere thou eanst gain, thou shalt behold the day's 
Keturning orb, who iiow so hides bis light 
Bebind the bill tbat thou break'st not bis rajs. 
But, jonder, look ! one apirit ali alone, 
By itself Btationed, benda toward us his gaze : 
The readiest passage will hy him be ahown." 

We carne up towards it. O proud Loinbard souB- 
How thou didst wait, in tby disdain unstirred. 
And tby majestic cyes didst slowly roll 1 
Meanwhile, to us it never uttered word, 
But let ns move, just giving us a glaace, 
Like aa a lion looks in bis i-epose. 
Then Virgil, making a more near advance, 
Prayed him to show us wbere the mountain rose 
WIth easier slope ; and stili that soul replied 
Nothing to his demand, hut question made 
About life and our country. My sweet Guide 
Began to answer, " Mantoa," and tbe shade 
From where it had heen, separate from his band. 
Ali rapt in self, sprang up towards him in hastc, 

" O Mantuan, I am of tby land 1 
I am Sordello." And the twaìn embraoed. 
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Ali, slavish Italy ! thou common mn 

For woe to lodge at ! without pilot, thou 

Shìp in great tempest ! not what thou hast been, 

Lady of provinces, but brothel now ! 

That gentle soul so quìckly, at the dear 

Sound that recalled his country, f orward carne 

To grace his townsman with a greeting here ; 

And now thy living children, to their shame, 

Are ali at war, and they who dwell most near 

Prey, each on each, with moat and wall the same ! 

Search, wretched! search ali round thine either 

eoast, 
And then look inland in thy bosom ; see 
If peace in any part of thee thou know'st ! 
What though Justinian made new reins f or thee ? 
What boots it if the saddle remain void ? 
Without his mending thy disgrace were less. 
And O ye tribe that ought to be employed 
In your devotions, and let Caesar press 
The seat of Caesar, if God's word you heed ! 
See, since your hand hath on the bridle been, 
How wanton grown and wicked is the steed, 
Through want from you of the spur's discipline. 
O German Albert ! who abandonest 
Her now run wild, unchecked by curb of thine, 
When thou shouldst ride her with thy heels hard- 

pressed, 
May Heaven's just judgment light upon thy Uno ! 
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And be it aometliìng etrange and manifest, 

To make hiui tiemble that cornea after thee ; 

Eecauae, for lust of barreu fiefs out tliere, 

Thou and tliy fatber bave uot shamed to see 

Tbe empire'a garden desolate and bare. 

Come Bee the Capulets and Montagues, 

Monaldi, Filippescbi, O thou being 

Witbout conc.em 1 theae wan witb fears, and tbc:^ — 

Already crushed : come aate thyself witb seeing, 

TEou cruel man, the outrage that is done 

To thj beat blood, and make thcir bi-uises well I 

And thou sbalt see likewiae, cold looker-on, 

Santafiore'a lorda, liow saie they dwell. 

Come aee thy Home, that, mourning ali alone, 

Weepeth, a wìdow, calliug day and night : 

" Wby, O my Cjesar, doat thou leave tbiue own ? 

Come aee wbat love tbere, how ali bearta unite 1 

Ajid if no pitj move thee at our moan, 

Bluab for tliy fame, bebolding siich a sigbt. 

And, lawful if I speak, O moat bigb Jove, 

Who waat for our sakea cmcified on earth I 

Are Thy just eyes, who watchest men above, 

Tumed elsewhere? Or ìa this, before the birth 

Of some grcat good, a preparation hìd 

From ns in tbe abysa of thy intent, 

That ali the Italian towns are tyrant-rìd. 

And eveiy clown that cornea on faction bent 

Makes as mucb clamor as MaroflUns did ? 
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IMy Florence ! well mayst thou remain content 
At this digression ; it concems not thee, 
Thanks to thy people, great in argument ! 
Many with justiee in theìr hearts there be 
Who stay the shaft, lest, coming to the bow 
Without discretion, it might err ; but they 
On their lips wear it. Many men are slow 
To serve the state, and turn from place away ; 
Thy people do not ! every one bends low, 
Crying before he 's called for, " I obey." 
Now make thee joyful, who mayst triumph well ; 
Thou who art rich, so wise, and so at peace I 
If I speak true in this, let the truth teli. 
Athens and Sparta, that raised civil Grreece 
To snch a height, and f ramed the ancient laws, 
Towards the well-ordered lif e made small beginning 
Compared with thee, whose legislation draws 
Threads out so fine that thine October spinning 
Comes before mid-November to a pause. 
How many times hast thou renewed thy men. 
Tea, within days that in thy memory dwell. 
And changed thy laws and offices, and then 
Customs and coins ! If thou remember well, 
Thou wilt behold thyself (unless quite blind), 
Like a sick woman, restless, that in vain 
Seeks on her pillow some repose to find. 
And tums and tums, as 't were to parry pain. 



PURGATOnr. 
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Three times and foiir these greetings glad aiid free 

Ilad been repeated, when Sordello's 

Drew froni embrace, and aaid : " Now, who are y 

And thereupon my Guide thia answer made : 

" Ei-e to tbis mountain tbose just souls, to wbom 

Heaveuwai-d to climb was given, had guìded been, 

My boues Octavian gatbered to tbe tomb. 

Virgil I ara, and for none otber sin 

But want of faith was I from ileaven sbut out - 

Like one wbo suddenly before bim aees 

Sometbing tbat wakes bis wonder, wLence, in doubti 

He saya, " It is noi j " tben, believing, " 'jTìs / " 

Bordello stood ; tben back to bim, witbout 

Lifting bis eyelids, tumed and clasped bis knec 

" O glory of the Latin race I " be cried, 

" Through wbom to such a heìglit our langiiage rose ; 

O of my birthplace everlastìng prìde I 

Whafc merit or grace on me thy sight bestows, , 

Teli me, imlesa to bear tbee is denied ; 

Com'st tbou from Hell, or wbere hast tboa repoaé^ 



id fre^^ 
reen, 

J 

loubt, 
rose; 

J 



He to tbis anawered : " Graee from Heaven moTed 



Aiid leads me stili ; tbe cìrclea every 
Of sorrow's kingdom bave I trod to thee. 




one ^^H 
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[y sight Ì8 barred from that supernal sun 
^Whom I knew late, and thou desir'st to see), 
^3fot for I did, but for I left undone. 
Jl place below there is, where no groans rise 
IFrom torment, sad alone with want of light, 
IVIiere the lament sounds not like moan, but sigbs. 
The little innocents whom death's fell bite 
Snatched, ere their stain was purified, are there : 
And there I dwell with guiltless ones that stili 
The three most holy virtues did not wear, 
Though ali the rest they knew, and did f ulfil. 
fìut if thou knowest, and mayst us apprise, 
Teli US how we most speedily may find 
^^here Purgatory's actual entrance lies." 

^^ We have," he answered, " no set place assigned ; 
-Ajoimd and upward I am f ree to stray : 
^iVly guidance, far as I may go, I lend. 
^^3ut see how fast already f ails the day ! 
-And in the night none ever can ascend : 
^Best, then, we think of some good resting-place. 
Some souls there be, removed here to the right, 
"^hom, if thou wilt, I '11 show thee face to face, 
^And thou shalt know them not without delight." 
*' How, then," said Virgil, " should a soul aspiro 
*To climb by night, would other check be foimd, 
Or his own weakness hinder his desire ? " 
And good Sordello drew along the ground 
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His finger, sayìng : ^^ Look ! not even this line 
Mayst thou pass over wlien the sun hath gone. 
Not that auglit else, though, would tliy power confine, 
Save want of Kght, from joumeying upwards on : 
Darkness makes impotent thy will. By night 
One may go back again, and grope below. 
And, while the horizon shuts the day from sight, 
Wander about the hillside to and fro.'* 
My Master then, as 't were in wonder, spake : 
^^ Now lead us thìtherward where thou hast said 
That we in lingering shall such pleasure take/' 
Nor had we f orward far advaneed our tread, 
When I perceived that on the mountain-side 
A valley opened, just like valleys here. 
" We will go forward," said our shadowy guide, 
" Where on the slope yon hollow doth appear ; 
There let us wait the dawning of the day." 
*Twixt steep and level went a winding path 
Whieh led us where the vale-side dies away, 
Till less than half its height the margin hath. 

Gold and fine silver, ceruse, eochineal, 
India's rich wood, heaven's lueid blue serene, 
Or glow that emeralds f reshly-broke reveal, 
Had ali been vanquished by the varied sheen 
Of this bright vaUey set with shrubs and fiowers, 
As less by greater. Nor had Nature there 
Only in painting spent herself , but showers 
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odors manif old made sweet the air, 
""^V^ith one strange mingling of conf used perfume ; 
^^nd there new spirits, chanting, I descried, 
^^ * Salve JRegina I " seated on the bloom 
^And verdure sheltered by the dingle side. 

*' Ere yon low sun shall nestle in his bed," 
IBegan the Mantuan who had brought us here, 
*' Desire not down among them to be led ; 
You better will observe how they appear, 
Both face and action, from this bank, instead 
Of mixing with them in the dale. That one 
Who sits the highest, looking, 'mid the throng, 
As though some duty he had left undone, 
Who moves his lips not with the rest in song, 
Was Rodolph Emperor ; he who might have healed 
Those wounds which Italy have so far spent 
That slow relief ali other helpers yield. 
The other, that on soothing him seems bent. 
Once ruled the region whence those waters are 
Which Moldau bears to Elbe, and Elbe the sea. 
His name was Ottocar ; and better far, 
Yea, in his very swaddling-robe, was he 
Than Vincislaiis, his bìg-bearded son, 
Whom luxury and case have made so gross. 
And he of slender nose, who, with the one 
So bland of aspect, seems in consult dose, 
Died flying, and in dust his lilies laid. 
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Look ! how he beats the breast he caimot cahn. 
Mark too his mate there, sighing, who hath made 
For his pale cheek a pillow of his pabn ; 
One is the f ather of that pest of Franee, 
Father-in-law the other : well they know 
His lewd, base life 1 This misery is the lance 
That to the core cuts either of them so. 
And he so stout of limb, in unison 
Singing with him there of the manly nose, 
Of every virtue put the girdle on ; 
And if that youth behind him, in repose, 
Had, after him, reigned in his f ather's stead, 
Virtue f rom vase to vase had been well poured, 
Which of the other heirs may not be said. 
Frederic and James now o'er those kingdoms lord, 
In whom that better heritage lies dead. 
Karely doth human goodness rise again 
Through the tree's branches : He hath willed it so 
Who gives this boon of excellence, that men 
Should ask of Him who can alone bestow. 
Not more these words of mine at Peter glance 
Than him he sings with (of the large nose there), 
Whose loss Apulia moumeth, and Provence, 
So ili the tree doth with its stock compare 1 
Even so much more of her good lord his wife 
Constance yet vaunts herself, than Margaret may. 
Or Beatrice. That king of simplest life, 
Hany of England, seated there, survey 
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Ali by himself : his brauches are more blest ! 
The one who sits there with uplif ted gaze 
Among the group, but lower than the rest, 
Is Marquis William, in whose cause the f rays 
Of Alexandria have with grief oppressed 
Both Monferrato and the Canavese." 
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'T WAS now the hour that brings to men at sea, 

Who in the mom have bid sweet f riends f arewell, 

Fond thoughts and longing back with them to be ; 

And thrills the pilgrim with a tender speli 

Of love, if haply, new upon his way, 

He faintly hear a ohimè f rom some far beli, 

That seems to moum the dying of the day ; 

When I f orbore my Kstening f aculty 

To mark one spirit uprisen amid the band 

Who joined both palms and lifted them on high, 

(First having claimed attention with his hand). 

And towards the orient bent so fixed an eye 

As 'twere he said: " My Godi on thee alone 

My longing rests.^^ Then from his lips there came 

Te lucia ante, so devout of tone, 

So sweet, my mind was ravished by the same. 

The others next, full sweetly and devout, 

Fixing their gaze on the supernal wheels, 

FoUowed him, chanting the whole psalm throughout. 



1. 
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Now, reader, to the trutli my verse coDceals 

Mate sharp thy vision ; subtie is the veil 

So fine 'twere easily passed through unseen. 

I saw that gentle army meek and pale, 

Silently gazing upwajd with a mien 

As of expectancy ; and from on high 

Beheld two angels with two sworda descend 

Which flamed with fìre, but, as I eould deseiy, 

They bare no points, boing broken at the end. 

Green robes, in hue more delicate than spring's 

Tender new leaves, they trailed behind, and fanned:»'^ 

With gentle beating o£ their verdant wings. 

One, coming near, just over us took stand ; 

Down to th' opponent bank the other sped, 

So that the spirita were between them grouped. 

Fnll well eould I discem each flaxen head ; 

Bnt in their facea mine eyea' virtue drooped, 

As 't were confounded by exceaa and di'ead. 

" From Mary'a boaom they have both come bere," 

SordeUo said, " thia valley to pi'otect 

Against the aerpent that will soon appear : " 

Whenee I, unknowing whieh way to expect 

This object, tumed me almost froze with fear. 

And to those trusty shoulders cloaely climg. 

Again Sordello : " Go we down and see 

These mighty shades, and let them bear our tongoe. 

Thy presence will to tliem right gracious be." 



Only three steps I thìnk brought me belo* 



I 
I 
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ere one I notìced, solely eying me, 
ìf who I might be he f ain would know. 



was dosk, jet not so but the dusky air 
reen his eyes and mme, wìthin the dell, 
&3howed what bef ore it dìd not quite declare. 
^ITowards me he moved, and I towards him as well : 
^^entle Judge Nino, when I saw thee there 
"M^hat Joy was mine to find thee not in Hell I 
'We left unsaid no f orm of fair salute : 
TThen he inquired : " How long sinee thou didst 

come 
O'er the far waters to the mountain's f oot ? " 
*' Oh, but this mom," said I, " the realms of gloom 
I passed : in the first lif e I am, but f ain 
Would find the next, by f ollowing on this track." 
Like to men suddenly amazed, the twain. 
He and Bordello, hearing this, drew back. 
One looked at Virgil, one into the face 
Of a companion sitting there, and cried, 
" Up, Conrad I see what God hath of His grace 
Bestowed," then tuming unto me replied : 
" By that especial reverence, I beseech, 
Which thou ow'st Him whose primal way is hid 
So that none sound it ! if soe'er thou reach 
The shore beyond the vasty waters, bid 
My child Giovanna f or my peace implore 
There where the cry of innocents heaven heeds. 
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Her mother, I am sure, loves me no more 
Since she put off her widow's paJy weeds, 
But, in her mìsery, f ain would wear this day. 
From her full readily may one be taught 
How soon love's flame in woman dies away, 
If sight or touch full of t relume it not. 
The chanticleer upon Gallura's shield 
Had graced her sepulchre with f airer show 
Than will that viper, which to battlefìeld 
Marshals the men of Milan." With such glow 
He uttered this, as in his face revealed 
The heart's just passion smouldering yet below. 

Stili that sole part of heaven I f ondly eyed 
Where the stars move, even as a wheel doth move 
More slowly next the axle. Said my Guide : 
" Son, what dost thou so gaze at there above ? " 
*' Up there at yon three torches I " I replied, 
" Whose splendor makes this pole here ali ablaze/' 
And he to me : " The f our clear stars that rose 
This mom bef ore thee, have abased their rays, 
And these have mounted in the place of those." 
While thus he spake, Bordello to his side 
Drew Virgil, and exclaimed : " Behold our foe ! " 
And pointed to the thing which he descried : 
And where that small vale's barrier sinks most low, 
A serpent suddenly was seen to glide, 
Such as gave Ève, perchance, the fruit of woe. 
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ugliflowers and herbage carne that evil streak, 
o lick its back of t tuming round its head, 

with his tongue a beast bis far dotb sleek. 
was not looking, so must leave unsaid 
"^iVTien first they fluttered, but full well I saw 
lkzk>th heavenly falcons had their plumage spread. 
oon as the serpent f elt the withering flaw 

those green wings, ìt vanished ; and they sped 
to their posts again, with even flight. 
T_Lhe sliade who had approached the judge when he 
^Accosted hìm, had never moved his sight 
Tlirough this encounter, looking fixed on me. 

** So may that light," the spirit began to say, 

•* Which leads thee up, find in thine own f ree will 

Sufficient wax to last thee ali the way, 

JEven to th' enamelled summit of the bill ! 

If thou trae news of Val di Magra know'st, 

Or of those parts, inf orm me of the same ; 

For I was mighty once upon that coast, 

And Conrad Malaspina was my name. 

Not the old lord, but his descendant, I : 

The love which once I to my kindred bore 

Is bere refined." " Oh," thus I made reply, 

" That realm of yours I never travelled o'er ; 

But where throughout ali Europe is the place 

That knows it not ? The honor fame accorda 

Your house illustrates not alone the race. 
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But makes the land renowned as are ite lorda. 

He knowa that country who waa never there ; 

Stili the free puree they bear, and stili bright*-*»"™ 

sworda : 
So mount ray soul, as this to tbee I swear ! 
Custom and nature privilege them so, 
That if Èhroiigh guilt the world's guide lead astray, « 
They in the path of right sti-aightf orward go 
Sole of ali men, and seom the evil way ! " 
To these my worda, " Now go," the spirit s^d, 
" For the aim aliali not enter seven tìmes more 
That part of heaven where Aries o'er hìs bed 
Stretches and apreads hìs forhèd feet ali four, 
Ere this thy courtesy's belìef shall he 
Nailed in the middle of thy head with nails 
Of greater force than meii's re^Kirta to thee, 
If, unimpeded, Judgment'a course prevails." 
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FoBTH from the amis of her belovèd now, 
Whitening the oi-ient steep, the concnbine 
Of old Titliouua carne, her lucent brow 
Adomed with genia whose figure formed the Bign 
Of that cold animai whoae tail with dread 
Strikes trembling nations ; and the night, where wo 
Now vere, had made of ber ascending tread 
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Two of her paces and was makìng three, 
With wings through weariness less fully spread, 
When I, in whom the weakness was alive 
Of Adam's natnre, sank in slumber's power, 
Where sat already on the grass ali fìve. 

Near to the dawning, and about the hour 
When first the little swallow wakes her lays, 
Mayhap remembering her old woes af resh ; 
And when our mind, reKeved of thinking, strays 
More of a pilgrim from its cage of fiesh, 
Till to its vision 't is almost divine ; 
Dreaming, I seemed to see in heaven suspended 
An eagle that with golden plumes did shine 
And with spread wings, as he to swoop intended : 
And in that place it seemed to be, methought, 
Where Ganymede, abandoning bis own, 
Was up to heaven's high consistory caught. 
Then I considered : haply bere alone 
His wont to strike is, and he scorns elsewhere ' 
To bear up what he snatches in his feet. 
Methought he next wheeled somewhat in the air, 
Then struck like lightning, terrible and fleet, 
And rapt me up to the empyrean : there 
We bumed together in so fierce a beat, 
And such of that imagined fìre the smart, 
My dream perf orce was by the scorching broke. 
Not otherwise AchiUes with a start 
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Golled ìàs amaze<l eyee round Mm, newly-woke, i 
And knowing notking where he wae, when flyì 
His motlier Lore hìia alumbering on her bri 
From Chiron to the isle of Scyros hieing, 
Wtence the Greeka, after, forced him with the 

reat, 
Than I too atarted ! ao that ali repose ^m 

Hed from my featmes ; deadly pale and chili ^^ 
I grew, like one whom fear hath well-nigh frozfl.^| 
Sole stood my Comforter beside me atill ; 
My face was towarda the sea-shore tumed ; the sim 
Was risen already more than two hours high. 
" Fear not," my Lord said, " we have well begun : 
Shrink not! but every way eniarge thy strength; 
Thon hast arrìved at Purgatory I See ^_ 

Ton cliif that circles it ; behold at length ^H 

The entrance, parted where ìt seems to be. ^H 



" In the whìte lìght that cornea before the mom 
While slumbering in thee lay thy aoul, there e 
Over the flowers thia valley that adom, 
A woman, saying : ' Lucia is my mime ; 
ThÌB man here slceping let me take in care, 
So shall I Bpeed hìm f orward on his way.' 
Sordello, with hia gentle conirades there, 
Bemained : she took thee, aud at dawn of day 
Up hither sped, and I beliind her straight. 
Here the reposed thee ; first with her fair eyesj 
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howìng the aperture of yonder gate, 
en vanislied, and thy sleep in even wise." 
s a man, doubting, comforteth his f ear 
^At truth's discovery, confident once more. 
So did I change ; and seeing me appear 
^Without inquietude, my Guide up o'er 
TThe cliflE moved on, I f ollowing in his rear. 
IReader, thou well observ'st to what a height 
I lift my matter, theref ore wonder not 
If with more art I strengthen what I write ! 
We stili approached, and now had reached the spot 
Where that which first had seemed to me a rent 
Like to a fissure in a wall, my view 
Made out a gate, and leading to it went 
Three steps, and each was of a different hue : 
A guardian sat there keeping the ascent. 
As yet he spake not, and as more and more 
Mine eyes I opened, on the topmost stair 
I saw him sitting, and the look he wore 
Was of such brightness that I could not bear. 
The rays were so reflected f rom his face 
3y a drawn sword that glistened in his hand, 
Ihsit oft I tumed to look in empty space. 

Then he began : " Speak ye f rom where ye stand ! 
"What seek ye here ? who leads you to this place ? 
Take heed lest climbing upward f rom the strand 
You come to harm 1 " My Master answered thus : 
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" A heavenly lady of such things aware, 

Spake in these words not long ago to us : 

' Go ye np yonder, for the gate is there.' " 

" And may she speed you on your way to good ! " 

Kejoined tliat gracious guard. " Up to our flight 

Advance you then 1 " We therefore carne and 

stood 
At the first stair, which was of marble white, 
So dear and bumished, that therein I couid 
Behold myself , how I appear to sight. 
The second was a rough stone, bumt and black 
Beyond the darkest purple ; through its length 
And crosswise, it was traversed by a crack. 
The third, whose mass is rested on their strength, 
Appeared to me of porphyry, fiaming red, 
Or like blood spouting from a vein ; thereon 
God's angel kept with planted feet his tread, 
Sitting upon the threshold's gleaming stone, 
Which seemed to me of adamant. My Guide 
Led me, with my good wiU, up that ascent, 
Saying : " Beg humbly that the bolt may slide 1 " 
And at those hallowed feet devout I bent : 
'" In mercy open to me !" I implored, 
But first I smote me thrice upon my breast. 
He on my f orehead with his pointed sword 
Traced P seven times, then spake me this behest : 
" Wash thou these wounds when thou hast passed 

the door." 
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shes or dry heaps dug f rom gravelly earth 
ere of one color with the robe he wore, 
rom under which two keys he next drew forth. 
e was of gold, one silver ; first he plied 
e white, then used the yeUow on the gate, 
such sort as my spirit satisfied ; 
TThen said : " To none is passable the strait 
\Vlien either of these keys be vainly tried, 
^nd in the wards without response it grate. 
One is more preeious, one more asketh wise 
Counsel and inteUect the look to free, 
Because *t is this which error's knot mities. 
From Peter's hand I hold them. He on me 
Enjoined this mie, that I should rather err 
In opening unto penitents, than be 
Slow to unbind, if at my feet they were." 

Then of that pass he pushed the sacred gate, 
Saying : " Go in ; but be ye wamed, bef ore 
XovL enter ! who looks back retumeth straight." 
And when the hinge-bolts of the holy door, 
^Thich are of strong aud sounding metal, roUed 
^ormd in their sockets, the Tarpeian rock, 
^Hien robbed of good MeteUus and its gold, 
lilung not so loud, nor yielded such a shock, 
^t the first thunder, as the portai swung, 
X looked about, and as I stood intent 
tleard Te Deum laudamus! clearly sung; 
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And the gate's music wìth the song was blent. 
The same impression what I heard gave me 
As on the listener's hearing is begot 
When men with organs join their voice, and we 
Now hear the words, and now we hear them not. 
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When we had crossed the threshold of the gate 
Which from the bad love sets the spirits free 
(Bad, for it makes the crooked way seem straight), 
I heard it closed : had I tumed round to see, 
What fit excuse had been for fault so great ? 
We climbed up through the cloven rock whose face 
Went in and out like waves that come and go. 
" Here must a little art direct our pace," 
My Guide began, " in winding onward so 
As where the crag recedeth to find place." 
This made our f ootsteps few and passage slow ; 
And ere that needle's eye we had passed through, 
The waniug moon had sunk again to rest ; 
But when free forth we had an open view 
Up where no fissure mars the mountain's breast 
(I wearied out, both doubtful of our path), 
We stopped upon the level of a ledge 
Lonelìer than roads through deserts. This plaìn 
hath 
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IFrom the steep hillside to its outer edge, 

*Tliat borders on void space, a breadth as wide 

As thrice the measure of a human f rame : 

night hand and left, far as mine eye descried, 

This cornice in its breadth appeared the same. 

Thereon our feet along the mountain-side 

Had not adyanced a step bef ore I f ound 

Ascent impossible : it was a shelf 

Walled with white marble and so sculptured round 

That Polycrete, yea, nature's very self, 

Had there been shamed. There, lighted on the 

ground, 
The angel stood who brought down the decree 
Of that dear peace which men had wept f or long. 
And heaven f rom its old interdict set free, 
So tndy cut that it had seemed a wrong 
To think that sweet look but a silent stono : 
One woidd have sworn that it said " Ave I " She 
Was also imaged there, the blessèd one 
Who to the Love Divine did tum the key. 
.And in her act distinctly was revealed 
Ibis word : " Behold the handmaid of t?ie Lord I " 
IPlain as a figure that in wax is sealed. 
*"' Let not thy mind one only place record," 
Said my sweet Master, who upon that side 
"Where men their heart have, stili was keeping me. 
"Theref ore I tumed my visage and espied 
^hind the Mary, and beyond where he 
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Was standing at whose word I tiimed mine eye, 

Another story carved upon the stone ; 

So I carne near it, passing Virgìl by, 

To where the figure might be plainly shown. 

In the same marble there was graved the car 

And oxen carrying the sacred ark, 

Whence men should of officiousness beware ! 

In front the people ali, às I eould mark, 

Banged in seven choirs. While one sense told me 

No, 
The other said : Yes, Iperceive ikey sing^ 
And in like manner at the imaged flow 
Of curling incense did a discord spring, 
Betwixt my sight and smeU, of yes and no. 
Before that blessèd vessel there was seen 
The Psalmist dancing, humbled of his state, 
And, more than king, seemed less than king in 

mien. 
Over against him, gazing from the girate 
Of a proud palace, like a woman vext 
Looking disdainful, Michal's figure shone. 
I moved my place to mark what story next 
Gleamed behind Michal whitely from the stone. 
Here graven the lof ty glory I admired 
Of that high Boman prince whose virtues meek 
To his great victory Gregory inspired : 
Trajan the emperor, of him I speak ; 
And a poor widow full of grief , ali tears. 
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*ITrembled beside him at his bridle's head* 

The place looked trampled, thronged wìth cava- 

Kers; 
Tlie golden eagles over him outspread 
Moved in the wind ; and sbe amid the train, 
That wretehed woman, looked as though she said : 
' My lord ! revenge my grief^ my sweet son slain I " 
He seemed as answering : ^^My return àbide,^^ 
" My lord^^^ like one whose wrong brooks no delay, 
^^ Ifthou return not ?" seemed as she replied. 
And he : " The one succeeding to my throne 
WUl do thee right.^^ " What projit unto thee 
Bis doing well^ if thou forget thine own ? " 
ÌVTiereto in this f orm seemed as answering he : 
*^ ^ow comfort thee/ this duty Iwill end 
Ere I go hence. Pity dothplead with me 
To stay^ and Justice wills that I attend^^ 
He Tinto whom naught can be new or strange 
Aiade visible this language I bave penned, 
^ovel to US, beeause beyond our range. 
^iV^hile on these figures with delight I pored, 
"XVhicb of snob lowliness the story told, 
^And for their Sculptor's sake the more adored, 
The Poet murmured in mine ear : " Behold ! 
This way a crowd seems creeping: they might 

guide 
Our footsteps to the cornices above." 
Mine eyes, that had been wholly satisfied 



f 
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With those new things to look on which thc^ J 

love, 
At tliese words were not filow to tura aeide. 

Beader, I woiild not liave thee shrìnk dismajed 

From thy good purpose, hearing of the doom 

By wMch God willa our penance must be pajd. 

Heed not its form : think on what Ì9 to come 1 

At worst, conaider, it coiild not endure 

Eeyond the Judgment. " Master," 1 began, 

" My BÌght so f alia me that I am not sure 

What shapes are coming ; they seem unlike man." 

" Their tonnent's heavineaa so doth crush them ] 

He answered me, " that even to my gìght 

Their shape at first was indiatinctly shown. 

But fix thy gaze, to disentangle quite 

What creatm^B come, under those loads of stone. 

Now mayat thou mark the pangs of every wight." 

O ye proud Christians, weary, woebegone I 

Who with a montai vision most infìrm 

Go confidont with steps that go not on ! 

Porceive ye not that man ia but a worm. 

Bora to produce the angelic butterfly 

That with no screening shall to Justiee fleet ? 

For what ahould human spirit mount so high ? 

Ye are aa wingèd creatures, incomplete, 

Evun as the worm Ìh, not formed perfectly. 
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Ab in the bracket's place one often sees 
Figures by whieli the eeiling ìs sustaìned, 
Crouching, with bosom doubled to the knees, 
Wbenee unf eigned pity for a posture feigned 
Moves the beholder's mind ; so bending, these 
Pigures appeared as I perused them o'er. 
They carne, in truth, contracted more and less 
According to the burden each one bore : 
And he whose face most patience did express 
Seemed to say, weeping : " / can bear no more I " 
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" O THOU, our Father, dwelling there in heaven ! 
Not circumscribed, save by the larger love 
Which to thy love's first offspring must be given, 
Who f rom the first have dwelt with thee above ! 
By every creature hallowed be thy name 
And praised thy goodness, as for man was meant 
To render thanks to thy benignant flame : 
May to our souls thy kingdom's peace be lent, 
For of ourselves we could not come thereto 
With ali our intellect, unless 't were sent : 
And even as of their will thine angels do 
CJhanting Hosanna sacrifico to thee, 
So to thy will may men their own subdue : 
Our daily manna give to us this day, 
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« 

Without whicli help, througli this rough wildemess, 

Who strives to go f alls backward on bis way. 

And even as we f orbear us to redress 

The wrong from others whicb we bave to brook. 

Pardon tbou us, benignant One ! and less 

On ouT deservìng than our weakness look : 

Try not our vìrtue, ever prone to yield, 

'Gaìnst the old enemy who spurs it so ; 

Deliver us from him and be our shield : 

This last petition, dearest Lord ! we know 

We bave no need of ; but f or them we plead 

Who after us amid temptation go." 

Thus praying f or themselves and us God-speed, 
Those weary shadows, undemeath a load 
Like that we sometimes dream that we endure, 
Toiled in unequal anguish o'er the road 
Boimd the first cornice, ali becoming pure 
From the world's tamish. Oh, if alway there 
For US they say such gracious words, for them 
What might be bere performed in 2^t or prayer 
By souls whose will is a sound-rooted stem I 
Well might we help them wash whatever stain 
They bore hence, that at last, sublimed and fair, 
They to the starry circles might attain. 

" Ah, so may pity soon, and justice, spare 

You souls this load, that you may move the wing 
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That lifts you upward to celestial air I 

Show US which way most speedily may bring 

Us towards the ascent. , If more than one there be, 

Point US that pass the least precipitous ; 

Sìnce he who comes and f ain would climb with me 

Through flesh of Adam ìs encumbered thus." 

Who made their answer to these words whìch he 

Whom I was f ollowing unto them addrest 

Was not discemible, but this was said : 

" To the right band, along the bank, 't ìs best 

Tou come with US. This way, to Kving tread, 

The pass is possible that you request : 

And were I not impeded by the stone 

\Vhich my proud neck so masters with its weight, 

That I perforce must hold my visage down, 

lìns man who liveth, and who doth not state 

^What name he bears, I would look up to see 

Xf I do know, and make compassionate 

^Rìa heart, for this huge load that bendeth me. 

^\iV^illiam Aldobrandeschi was the name 

Of a great Tuscan ; I was bom bis son, 

Of Latin race : whether bis title carne 

To your ears ever, knowledge bave I none. 

Mine ancestors, theij: ancient blood and what 

They wrought by prowess, rendered me so high 

In arrogance, that never taking thought 

About our common mother, ali men I 

So scomed, that as the Siennese ali know, 



i. 
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I to my death was verily brought thereby ; 

And eveiy child in Cainpagnatìco 

Knows how I tliere did perish for my sin. 

I am Ombcrto, and not me alone 

Hath pride done damage to, but ali my kin, 

Theni it dragged hither witli myself to groan, 

And I who, living, never bowed my head, 

Till God be satisfied, and mei-cy shown, 

Must bear this burden here among the dead." 

Listening, I held my visage down intent ; 
And one of them, but not the same that spoke, 
Writhing, looked up, beneath his burden bent, 
And recognìzed, and called me ; stili his look 
With straìned eyes fixing upon me who went 
Ali bowed besìde them. " Oh," esclaimcd I tlu 
" Art thou not Oderisi, Gnbbio's pride, 
And honor also of that art whicb men 
In Paris name illuming ? " He replied : 
" Brother ! those leaves with hues more smìlii 

shine 
Touched by the pencil of the Bolognese, 
Franco, whose whole fame waa but partly mii 
Haply in life such courteous words as these 
I had not spoken, so my heart was set 
Ali othera to excel. For suuh poor pride 
Here I must pay the penalty ; nor yet 
Should I be here, bnt that before I died 
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I tumed to God, stili having power to sin. 
O thou vain-glory of man's boasted powers ! 
How little while thy summit keeps its green, 
Unless gross ages come that yield no flowers ! 
Once Cimabuè thought to keep the crown 
In painting's field ; now ali cry Giotto best, 
So that the f ormer hath but dim renown : 
Thus could one Ghiido f rom the oiher wrest 
The glory of language, and perchance is bom 
He that shall drive out either from his nest. 
•Afaught is the world's voice but a breath of mom 
Coming this way and that, and changing name 
Éven às it shifteth side: what more shalt thou, 
If old thou cast thy flesh, enjoy of fame, 
^Ilian if death's hand had touched thy baby brow 
"Whilst thou wert babbling, ere a thousand years 
ve past? which unto God's etemity 
space more insignificant appears 
T?han would the twinkle of an eyelid be 
^o the least rapid of the heavenly spheres. 
^on soul bef ore me moving on so slow. 
Once through ali Tuscany was noised f or great ; 
3fow scarce Sienna breathes his name, although 
He was her sovereign, when the infuriate 
Spirit of Florence met such overthrow ; 
Por she, now vile, swelled them in proud estate. 
Men's reputation is the fleeting hue 
Of grass, that comes and goes ! even that whereby 
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Fresh from the soil ìts tender verdure grew. 
The siin, discolors ìt and leaveth dry." 

And I : " Thy tmthful words teach me to seek 
Goodness in hunxbleness, and quell my pride. 
But who is he of whom thou just didst speak? " 
" That 's Provenzan Salvanì," he replied ; 
^^ And he goes here because he so presumed 
In bringing aU Sienna 'neath bis sway: 
Thus ever since he died hath he been doomed, 
Without repose, to walk his weary way. 
Who dares too much there, in such coin pays back." 
I then : " If every soul who doth delay 
Bepentance till the limit of life's track, 
Must wait below, nor be up here received 
Unless good prayers assist him on his road, 
Before as much time pass as he hath lived, 
How Comes this largess upon him bestowed? " 

The spirit replied : " When he was living stili 

In the full glory of his most high state, 

Ali shame subduing, of his* own f ree will 

Amid Sienna's public square he sate, 

And there, his friend to ransom from the pain 

Which Charles had doomed him, of his dungeon's 

grate, 
Did that which made him tremble in each vein. 
I say no more, and know I darkly teach : 
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But in short wLile thy neighbors unto thee 

Will so conduct, that thou mayst gloss my speech. 

Hìm from those confines did this act set free." 



CANTO THE TWELFTH. 

Paibed, lìke two oxen treading under yoke, 
That burdened soul and I as far had gone 
As the loved Tutor let, But when he spoke 
These words : " Now leave him I We must travel 

on, 
For here 't is good with spread of sail and stroke 
Of oar, to push his boat as each best may, " 
I made myself , as waUdng needs, erect, 
But only in body ; just it is to say 
My thoughts were bowed, my spirit was deject. 
Stili, I was moving, and with willing f eet 
Followed my Master ; both began to show 
How light we were, when thus he said : " 'T is meet 
That, walking here, thou bend thine eyes below, 
So to observe, and make the moments fleet, 
Over what kind of bed thy footsteps go." 

Even as, that so their memory may survive, 
Our earthly tombs, above the buried, bear 
The graven f orm of what they were alive ; 
(Whence oft one weeps afresh the image there, 
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Fricked by remembrance, which doth only gire 

To souls compassionate a stìng of pain). 

So I saw fignred o'er, but with more skìll 

In the resemblance, ali the narrow plain 

Whieh f ormed our pathway, jutting from the hilL 

Hun there I marked, on one side, noblest made 

Of ali God's creatures, stricken down from heaven 

Like lightning ! Opposite, there was displayed 

Briareus, cast from where he late had striven^ 

Smit by celestial thunderbolts, and laid 

Heavy on earth, and in the frost of death. 

I saw Thymbrseus, Pallas too, and Mars, 

Stili armed, aroimd theif sire, with bated breath 

Viewing the giants, their tom limbs and scars I 

Nimrod I saw, at f oot of his great tower, 

As if bewildered, gazing on the tribes 

That showed with him such haughtiness of power 

In Shinar's plain, as Genesis describes. 

Niobe ! with what eyes, full of woe, 

'Mid thy slain children, upon each hand seven, 

1 saw thee carved upon the road ! And O 
Saul in Gilboa ! that no more from heaven 
Felt rain or dew, how dead on thine own sword 
Didst thou appear ! Thee, mad Arachne, there 
I saw, half -spider, fumbling the deplored 
Shreds of that work which wrought for thee 

spair. 
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Ali, Rehoboam ! there no more in threat 
Stands thy fierce figure ; smit with f ear he flies, 
Wliìrled in a chariot, none pursuing yet. 
Showed also that hard pavement to mine eyes 
How yoimg Alcmsdon made his mother sell 
With lìf e the luekless omament she wore. 
How, in the tempie, on Sennacherib fell 
The sons, and left his corpse there on the floor. 
The cruel carnage and the wreck it showed 
Which Tomyris made, whén she to Cyrus cried : 
"Blood thou didst thirst fori now I give thee 

blood ; " 
And showed th' Assyrians flying far and wide 
In utter rout, with Holof emes dead. 
And ali the slaughter that befell beside. 
And the grim carcase by the bloody bed. 
Troy next I saw, an ashy cavemed waste : 
O Hion I how vile the work showed thee 
Which there is graven, how utterly abased I 
What master of peneil or of stile was he 
Who so those traits and figures eould bave traeed 
That subtlest wit had been amazed thereby ? 
Alive the living seemed, and dead the dead ! 
Who saw the truth no better saw than I, 
While bowed I went, ali undemeath my tread. 
Now swell with pride, and on with lofty stalk, 
Children of Ève ! nor bend your visage aught 
So to behold the sinf ul way ye walk. 



254 PURGATORY. 

More of the mountain than my busied thonght 
Had been aware of , we had rounded now, 
And mucli more of bis eourse the sun had spent ; 
When he, who stili went first with watchf ul brow, 
Exelaimed : ^^ Look up I to aecomplish onr as* 

cent 
Time no more suffers to proeeed so slow. 
See yonder angel hastening on bis way 
To come towards us ; and f rom ber service, lo I 
The sixth-retuming bandmaid of the day. 
Give to thy mien the grace of reverence, then, 
That he may joy to marshal us above. 
Think thus : this day will never dawn again.'* 
I had so often f elt bis words reprove 
My slowness, warning me to lose no time, 
That on this point I read bis dark words right. 
With sparkling face, as glows at rosy prime 
The tremulous morning star, and robed in white, 
That being of beauty moved towards us, and said, 
Opening bis arms and then bis pinions wide : 
" Come, bere the steps are ! easy to the tread 
And dose at band : now upward ye may gilde," 
But very few obey this angel's cali. 
O human race ! born high on wings to soar, 
Why at a little breatb do ye so fall ? 
He brought us where the rock a pass revealed 
Hewn out, bis pinions on my f orebead beat, 
And with bis promise my safe-going sealed. 
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As, to the right,* In climbing to the seat 
Of the fair church that looketh lordly down 
Over the bridge that bears the name this day 
Of Kubaconte, on the well-ruled town, 
The sharp aseent is broken by a way 
Of stairs eonstrueted in the old time, ere 
Fraud was in measure and in ledger f ound ; 
Thus the steep bank is graduated there, 
Whieh falla abruptly f rom the other round : 
On either side the tali rock grazes, though. 
As we tumed thitherward, were voices heard. 
Beati pauperes spiritu I singing so 
As might not be exprest by any word. 
Ah, these approaches, how unlike to Hell's ! 
With chant of anthems one makes entranee bere ; 
Down there, with agony's feroeious yells. 

Now, as we elimb, the sacred stairs appear 

More easy than the plain had seemed bef ore : 

Wherefore I thus began : " O Master ! say, 

What heayy load is tak'n f rom me ? No more 

I feel that weariness upon my way." 

" When every P upon thy temples traced, 

Almost obliterate now," he answered me, 

" Shall be, like this one, totally erased, 

So by right will shall thy f eet vanquished be 

That they not only no fatigue shall know, 

But even with pleasure shall be forward sped,'* 
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Then did I like as men do when they go 
Unweeting what they carry on their head, 
Till signs from some one their suspicion waking, 
The assistant hand its own assurance tries, 
And seeks and findeth, sueh dìseovery making 
As may not be aff orded by the eyes ; 
Spreading my rìght-hand fingers, I could find 
Six letters only of the seven which he 
Who bore the keys had on my forehead signed : 
Observing which, my Master smiled on me. 
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We at the summit of the ladder stood, 
Where now a seeond cut the mountain breaks ; 
That mount which turneth evil unto good. 
Here a Kke cornice round the hillside takes 
Its winding passage like the f ormer one ; 
Save that its are a quicker curving makes. 
No shade is seen there, sculpture there is none ; 
As the smooth bank, so does the path appear 
Of the same livid color as the stono. 

" If to inquire we wait for people here," 
The Poet reasoned, " our election might 
Have more delay than we desire, I fear." 
Then steadf ast on the sun he fixed his sight, 
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Maidng one side the centre of bis move, 

And tiiming round liìs left side towards the right, 

And saying : " O sweet Kght that shin'st above 

The world, to warm it, in whom I confide, 

Entering on this new way, our leader be ! 

Even such as one up bere would bave bis guide : 

If no distraction tum our eyes from thee, 

Tby rays through life must ever lead us on." 

Now as on eartb is reckoned f or a mile, 

We for about sueh distance bere bad gone, 

In what our prompt will made a little wbile ; 

And towards us flying, althougb not in sight, 

Spirits were beard wbo did in gentle siyle 

Unto the table of love's f east invite. 

And the first voice that passed us, as it flew, 

In a loud tone exclaimed : " They have no vrine ; ** 

And stili repeating that, behind us drew. 

And ere that voice in distance died, the sign 

Was of anotber passing spirit beard, 

Crying : " / am Orestes I " then it sped 

Even as the other, passing with this word. 

**0 Father! speak, what sounds are these?" 1 

said: 
And, straightway with my question, bark! a tbird, 
Saying : *' Love those men who have done you 

WTongT 
And the good Master said : " Here envy's sin 
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la acoui^ed, and eo.the laaliea of the thong 
Are drawn froni love, their penance to begin. 
The bridle of a counter-strain will he ; 
That alao thou wilt hear, I judge, ere long, 
Before thou rcach the pass of pardon. See ! 
Through the air yonder, fix thy gaze, and keep : 
Thou wilt discem some sitting side by side, 
Each by himaelf, along the craggy steep," 
Then straining more my vision, I deacried 
Shadows with mantleB of like dolorous bue 
As the stone was. And as we nearer carne, 
I heard thcm calling: "Mary, pray for ual 
Michael and Peter," every saint by name. 
I doubt if walketh among living men 
A man so hard that had not felt his heart 
With pity pierced at what I witnesaeil then ! 
For when more uearly I appi-oached that pait 
Where of their aetion perfect view was had. 
Mine eyea wept so that no more tears remained. 



They seemed to me in haircloth vilely clad ; 
!Gach with his ahoulder the next form sust^ned. 
And ali behind were propped against the bask. 
So the poor blind, in want of everytliing. 
Stand at the pardon-croasea in a rank, 
Asking an alma ; and one his heai:l doth briog 
Down o'er his fellow's head beside his eheek, 
That pity sooner in the breast may apring 
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Of passers, not more f rom the words they speak 

Than f rom their look, alike soliciting. 

And as no sunbeam comes to their dead sight, 

So to the shades of whom I speak, the sun 

In heaven yields krgess never of ìts Kght ; 

For a Steel wìre the Kds of every one 

Kuns through, their visual organ stitching tight : 

A falcon's eyelids in like mode are seeled, 

Lest he prove haggard. But methought it mean 

While they so plainly were to me revealed, 

To walk among them so, myself unseen. 

I tumed to my sage Counsel. He full well 

Knew what it was the silent man would say, 

And waited not for me my wish to teli, 

But said : " Brief then, speak wisely as you may." 

Virgil on that side of the cornice kept 

Where one might fall, no girdle going round 

Of outer bank, such slip to intercept : 

Against the bank which forined the inner bound 

Ranged the doomed shadows, through the horrible 

seam 
Squeezing forth tears until their cheeks were 

drowned. 

" O people certain to behold that beam," 
Tuming I said, " which is your one desire. 
So may heaven's grace resolve the scum with 
speed 
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Of your soiled oonscience, that tihrough natures 

higher 
The river of your mind, from envy freed, 
May flow pellucid ! teli me, f or to me 
Right gracìous it will seem, gracious and dear, 
If among you a soul there chance to be 
Who is Italian ; haply if I hear 
It may be well for him." — " O brother mine I 
We ali are citizens " (one beyond where 
We stood replìed) " of one triie city : thou 
Mean'st, lived in Italy, a pilgrim there." 

This voice to hear a little onward now 

I moved, and marked one spirit by her mien 

Expecting somethiiig : if you ask me, how, 

Like a blind person she upraised her chin. 

'' Spirit who conquerest thyself to climb, 

If thou be that one whìch replied," I said, 

" Make known to me what in the former time 

Thy place or name was." This responso she 

made: 
*' I from Sienna came, and go with these 
Purging my lif e of sin and weeping so, 
To Him who soon to pardon may it please ! 
Sapient indeed I never was, although 
Sapìa called among the Siennese ; 
And far more joyful at another's woe 
Was I, than at my own good fortime glad. 
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And lest thou deem that I deceive thee, know 

From mine own lips what a fool's mind I had, 

Descending now the archway of my lif e. 

While mine own citizens near CoUe's hill 

'Were with their adversaries joined in strife, 

I prayed my God to do His dreadf ul will. 

liouted, they took the bitter pass of flight ; 

In tum of battle I beheld the chase, 

-And felt a raptm'e making ali joy light, 

So that I lifted insolent my face, 

Crying to God : ' No more I dread thy might I * 

Xjike the poor blackbird for a faint sunshine. 

HMy peace with God I sought at lif e's extreme ; 

^or yet were partly paid this debt of mine, 

Had it not been that, as I truly deem, 

IPier Pettinaio, in his orisons 

Itemembering me in eharity, did grieve. 

But who art thou that oiir conditions 

Go'st questioning, eyes open, I believe, 

With utterance the carnai breath o'erruns ? " 

*' Mine eyes like yours might here be sealed," I 

said ; 
" Not long, however, for these orbs of mine 
Not much through envy erred. Far greater dread 
My soul suspendeth of their doom who pine 
Under the torment of the laden tread ; 
Eyen now their penance weighs me more than 
thinel" 
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And she to me : " Who hìther was thy guide 
Up among us, if thou return expect ? " 
" The one with me who speaks not," I replied. 
" And I am living ; theref ore, spirit elect, 
Wouldst have me move my mortai pace f or thee 
In ouT old world, prefer me thy request." 
" Oh ! this to hear is wonderfid," said she : 
" So strange, God's love f or thee is plain exprest I 
Then help me by thy prayer ; and I entreat 
By what thou most desirest, if soe'er 
Thou feel the Tuscan soil beneath thy f éet, 
Report me rightly to my kindred there. 
Thou shalt see them among that empty race 
Who put their trust in Talamone's dream, 
With greater loss of hope, and more disgrace, 
Than when they hunted for Diana's stream ; 
But worse loss yet their admirals must face." 
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" What man is this who round our mountain goes, 
Before that death has let his pinions free, 
Who doth at will his eyelids ope and dose ? " 
" I know not ; but am sure not sole is he : 
Demand thou of him who the nearest art. 
And gently ask, that he may deign reply." 
Thus to the right two spirits there, apart, 
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each toward each, conf erred as I carne nigh. 
len tuming up their faces as to speak, 
^ne said : ^^ O soul ! that stili in mortai hold 
on the way thy home in Heaven to seek, 
or charìty console us, and unfold 
^^(V hence comest, and who art thou ? for the grace 
— Accorded thee in us the wonder wakes 
TDue unto things which ne'er before had place." 
^And I : '* Through middle Tuscany there flows 
^ brook whose f ounts in Falterona spring, 
^or do an hundred miles its current dose : 
TFrom that stream's banks this body of mine I 

bring: 
'T were vain to teli you how my title goes, 
For yet my name hath not much heralding." 
" If weU I probe the sense thou hast conveyed 
With inteUect," the first who spake replied : 
" Thou meanest Amo ! " and the other shade 
Said to the f ormer : " Wherefore did he hide 
That river's name, as men are wont to do 
Of things most horrible ? " and then the one 
Whom that inquiry was directed to, 
Discharged him thus : " Why he that name doth 

shun 
I cannot teli : but meet it is the name 
Of such a valley perìsh f rom the earth I 
Since, from its head where so abounds the same 
Great Alpine chain which cast Pelorus forth, 
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With springs that few spots are impregnate more, 

To where it seeks, arrivìng at the main, 

Wliat the sky sucks from ocean to restore 

(Whence rivers have what waters they contain'), 

Virtue by ali is hunted for a f oe 

As 't were a snake ; whether from f atilt of place 

Or evil custom goading nature so : 

Wherefore that miserable valley's race 

Have changed their kind to that degree 'twoiUd 

seem 
Circe had pastured them. Among brute swine, 
More fit for mast than human food, the stream 
Winds its poor way ; then, lower down its line, 
Finds curs that snarl beyond their power to bite, 
And tums from them his nostril as in scom. 
Falling it goes ; and more it grows in might, 
The curst ditch finds that of those dogs are bom 
A pack of wolves. Through many a whirlpool 

then 
He Comes to foxes in deceit so deep 
They f ear no catching by more crafty men. 
What though o'erheard, no silence will I keep I 
And well for this man, if in mind he bear 
What my true spirit imfolds. One of thy blood 
Shall hunt those wolves ! I see thy grandson there 
Harrowing the borders of that savage flood ; 
Ali fly before him, ali are in despair : 
Ile makes a market of their living flesh. 
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Then, like old beasts for slaughter, lays them low, 
Staining bis fame with many a murder f resh ; 
He Comes ali bloody f rom that wood of woe, 
Leaving such wreck, that in a thousand years 
To its primeval state it shall not grow." 

Like one whose visage alters when he hears 
Di hap f oretold, as 't were in dread which way 
The blow inay strike, I saw that other soul 
Stand tumed to bear, disturbed and in dismay ; 
Soon of those words as he had grasped the whole, 
Ilis troubled air, and what the other said, 
5?o know their names wrought in me such a thirst 
1?hat I with prayers direct inquiry made. 
"WTierefore the shade who had addrest me first 
^fiegan again : " Thou wouldest that I deign 
iDo thee a grace I did in vain beseech ; 
I£ut since the will of God in thee so plain 
IDoth favor show, I will not stint my speech ; 
Tberefore know this : Guido del Duca I, 
IMy blood with envy was so bumt, so bad, 
Thou mightst bave seen me livid grow and dry, 
Sad I but seen another's face look glad. 
Such of my sowing is the straw I reap I 
O human race I why bring your wishes down 
To pleasures that exclude ali partnership ? 
This is Rinieri ; this the prize and crown 
Of Casa Calboli, whereof no child 
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Hath made himself an heir of bis renown. 

Nor yet alone hath his blood been despoiled, 

'Twixt Po, the Perniine, Reno and the shore, 

Of what best needs f or truth and happìness ; 

For throngh those borders there be plenty more 

Of stock so bad, to make their venom less 

By cultivation 't were but vain to try. 

Where is good Lizio ? and Mainardi ? Where 

Pier Traversaro and Carpigna's Guy ? 

O Eomagnuoles ! what bastard shoots ye bear, 

When sprouts a Fabbro in Bologna, when 

Bernardin Fosco makes Faenza heir 

From coarse grass to a growth of gentlemen I 

No wonder, Tuscan, at my weeping thus 

While I recali, remembering them so well, 

Guido of Prata, when himself with us. 

And Ugolin of Azzo, used to dwell ; 

Frederic Tignoso and his goodly troop ; 

The Traversara, Anastagi's race ; 

(Now disinherited both houses droop I) 

Ladies and knights ; the toils' repose and grace 

They wrapt us in of courtesy and love, 

There where the best blood such bad hearts debase ! 

O Brettinoro ! why dost thou not move 

From tliy proud seat, thy f amily whoUy gone, 

And many more, to shun corruption's course? 

Bagiiacaval does well to have no son ; 

And Castrocaro ili, and Conio worse 
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To breed such counties taking f urther pains : 
-Ajid well enough too, when theìr devil is dead, 
JVIay the Pagani do, though some remains 
£ear witxiess 'gainst them of impureness fled. 
CD Ugolin de' Fantoli ! most sure 
Xs thy good name, since no degenerate head 
Is looked f or now, its brightness to obscure. 
IBut go thy ways now, Tuscan ! more delight 
I find in weeping than in words, too stirred 
IBy this talk of our country." We were quite 
Sure those dear souls our way's direction heard, 
^nd from théir silence knew that we went right. 

Soon as proceeding we became alone, 
A voice, like lightning when it strikes, did say, 
Bushing on tow'rds us with its thimderous tone : 
*' Whoever Jirìdeth me the same shall slay I " 
Then fled, as thunder, when the bolt is thrown 
From the tom cloud, in rumbling dies away. 
When on our ears a moment's truce there fell, 
Another crash carne of like rattling shock 
As of a rapid thunder, peal on peal : 
" / am AglauroSy who became a rock ! " 
On this, I drew back from my f orward pace 
To cling f or shelter dose behind the Bard, 
And when the air was hushed in ali its space, 
He said to me : " That was the bit full hard 
Which should each man within his limit stay. 
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You take the bait so fondly that the s 
Hook of th' old enemy makes you his prey, 
And bridlo boots you naiight, nor warning cali. 
Ileaven calleth to you, and the eternai round 
Shows yon of beanties that about yon roU. 
And stili your eye is grovellìng on the ground ; 
Wherefore He siuìtes you who discems the whol£ 
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BetWEEN the third honr's dose ami dawn of d 
Much as appeara of the celestìal sphere 
Ever in motion, Hke a ehìld at play, 
So much appeared now of the sun's career 
To be remalning towards liia western way. 
There it waa evenìng ; bere the middle night ; 
And on our front the rays direetly beat. 
Fot we had circled so the bill that i-igbt 
On towards the sunset we inclined our feet, 
Wheo on my brows I felt a load of light, 
Greater in splendor than before bad been. 
And o'er my sense, as 't were froin things unknoi 
A atnpor stole ; and of my palms a screen 
I Diade against the excess of light that sboce. 

As when froni water or a mirror's face 
The ray leapa apward to the oppcHunit k 
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IVIounting in like mode as through eqoal space 
The ray descendeth, and with line as wide 
Froin the direct line of a falling stone 
^As science shows, and art hath verifìed), 
So did I seem, by some reflected light 
fief ore me there, to be so struck that fain 
X would bave suddenly withdrawn my sigbt. 

** What is it, gentle Father, tbat in vain 
X sliield my visage from, and stili towards us 
eems as in motion ? " He made this reply : 
* Marvel not if , as yet, the splendor thus 

heaven's bright household overpower thine eye. 
nrhis one is sent to ask men up the height ; 
Soon it shall be that to behold these things 
Will cause thee no dismay, but bring delight, 
lEven as thy soul due disposition brings." 
Soon as we reached the blessèd angel's side 
He said, with glad voice : " Here you enter in 
By steps more easy than you yet bave tried." 
We thence departed, and, ascending now, 
Heard Beati Misericordes chanted 
Below, behind us, and " Be joyful thou 
To whom to conquer in this pass is granted 1 " 

My Master and myself in lonely mood 
Stili mounting, I considered as I went 
How I might gather from bis word some good, 
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And tumed to hìm ìnquiringly : ^^ What meant 

That spirit of Eomagna speaking so 

Of partnership forbid ? " He made reply : 

" Of bis own worst defect he now doth know 

The torment ; theref ore, do not wonder why 

Others he chides to make their penance less. 

Because you point your wishes at a prize 

Where part is lost if it permìt largesse, 

Envy's bad bellows move your selfish sìghs. 

But if the love of the supemal sphere 

Heavenward exalted every wish of yours, 

Your bosom would not harbor that low f ear ; 

For so much more as there they speak of Ours^ 

More love in that celestial cloister glows, 

And so much more of good each soul secures." 

" Now to be satisfied my hunger grows," 
I answered, " and my mind is more in doubt 
Than if no question I had asked of thee 1 
How Comes it, that a blessing parcelled out 
More rich its many owners makes to be 
Than if a few possessed it ? " He replied : 
" Because thy mind its reasoning cannot stretch 
Beyond those things of earth to which 't is tied ; 
Thou from true light dost only darkness fetch. 
That Good ineffable and infinite 
Who dwells above there, runs to love as fleet 
As to a lucid body a ray of light, 
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so much giveth as it finds of heat. 
IBroad as the flame of charity may bum, 
The eternai flame above it grows more great. 
^^jid more their nmnber is who heavenward yeam, 
^!B^ore for his love there are, and they love more, 
liike mirrors that each other's light return. 
"Now, if thou hunger stili, despite my lore, 
*JLliou sHalt see Beatrice, and sure she will 
dive unto this and every wish repose ; 
Only may those five wounds remaining stili, 
That heal in aching, like the twain soon close ! " 

Whiles I was musing, and would f ain have said, 

** Thou hast contented me," I looked, and, lo I 

To the next cornice we had come ; here fled 

Ali power of speech, mine eyes were ravished so. 

For, seized with ecstacy, I seemed to be 

Rapt in a sudden vision of a crowd 

Met in a tempie. I could also see 

That entering, 'mid those men, a woman stood 

With sweet mien of a mother, saying : " Why 

Hast thou 80 dealt with us, my darling son ? 

Beholdj in every place thy sire and I 

Have sought thee sorrowing.^^ Soon as she had 

done 
This vision vanished, and I next beheld 
Another lady, with such drops besprent 
As down the cheeks flow from a bosom swelled 
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With scom of some one and by anguish rent ; 

Sayìng : " If thou he ruler of the toutm^ 

Ahout whose name the gods had such a strife 

And whence ali hnowledge gleams to give renotofiy 

Pisistratus I avenge thee on his life 

Whose hold emhrace hath brought our "daughter 

down I " 
And her lord seemed to me benign and mild, 
Answering with aspect that ber f ury stemmed : 
" What should we do to one that harmed our 

childy 
If one caressing her be so condemnect ? " 
Next I saw people raging hot in ire, 
Slaying a youth with stones, and shoutiug loud : 
" Martyr him 1 martyr him I " in tumnlt dire ; 
And I saw him drop down bef ore the crowd 
Dying, but lifting, ere he did expire, 
Looks that might win compassion f or his f oes ; 
And with such eyes they seemed the doors of 

Heaven, 
Praying the most high Father that for those 
Who wrought such wrong, their sin might be for- 

given. 

Soon as my mind, that from itself had swerved. 
Carne back to true things that outside it lie, 
I knew my dreams false, but their truth observed. 
My Leader then, who could perceive that I 
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"Walked like a man by sonmolence imnerved, 
Said : Come ! what ails thee that thou canst not 

keep 
rXliy footing straìght, but more than balf a league 
Xlast moved with f altering steps, as ìf by sleep 
Or wìne o'ercome, and eyes that show fatigae ? " 
I answered : " O sweet Father I I will teli, 
3J thou wilt hear me, ali that I bave seen, 
"While my lìmbs faìled me, and my strength so 

feU." 
And he replìed : " Shouldst thou thy visage screen 
Beneath an hundred masks, I stili could speli 
Each slightest thought of thine, and read thy 

dreams. 
This vision came lest thou be self-excused 
Thy heart from opening to the peace that streams 
From love's eternai f ount o'er ali diffused. 
I did not ask ^ What ails thee ? ' as men speak, 
Who look with mortai eye that cannot see 
The soul without its body. Thou wast weak. 
And I, to strengthen, reprehended thee. 
So men are wont dull servants to reprove, 
That when their watch comes round are slow to 
stir." 

Daring these words we did not cease to move 
On through the evening, and attentive were 
To look beyond us, far as vision might, 
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Against the level sun's o'erpowermg rays ; 
And towards us, lo 1 a Tapor, dim as night» ' 
Little by little growing on our gaze, 
Deprived us o£ pure air and dimmed oar sight ; 
Nor waa there ahelter from the blinding haze. 
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Blacenebs of hell, and of a night unblest 

By any planet in a barren sky 

Which diumest eloudfl to ntmost gloom congest^l 

Could not with veil so gross bave barred mine eye, 

Nor BO austere to sense, as now oppresaed 

Us in that £og which we were folded by. 

Its sharpness open eye inight not abide ; 

Therefore my wise and faithful Escort lent 

His Bhoidder's aid, nigh-coming to my side. 

And, thuB companioned, dose with him I wenl; % 

(Like a blind man who goea behind liia guide,- 4 

Leat he go wroug or strike him against aught 

To Itili him, haply, or bis life impair) 

On through that sharp and bitter air, in thonj 

My Duke observing, who stili said : 

Lest thou he separate from mei " Anon 

Voìces I heard, and each voice eeemed in prayi 

For peace and pity to the Holy On( 

Of God, the Lamb who taketh sma sway ; 
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Stili from them ali one word, one measure streamed, 

Stili Agnus Dei prelude of their lay, 

So tliat among them perfect concord seemed. 

^^ Those, then, are spirits, Master, that I bear ? " 

I asked. He answered : " Rightly hast tliou deemed : 

Ihey go untangling anger's knot severe." 

•-* Now who art thou discoursing at thy will 

Of US ? Who cleavest with thy shape our smoke 

-As thne by calends thou wert measuring stili? " 

So said a voice, whereat my Master spoke : 

** Ask him if any mounteth hence, up there." 

And I : " O being, who dost make thee pure 

TJnto thy Maker to return as fair 

As thou wert bom ! draw near me, and full sure 

Thou shalt bear something to awake thy stare." 

" Far will I follow as allowed," he said ; 

"And if the smoke permit us not to see, 

Our sense of hearing may avail instead 

Of sight, and grant me to converse with thee." 

Thep I began : " With that same fleshly f rame 

Which death dissolveth, I am bound above ; 

Here through the inf ernal embassy I came. 

And if God so enf old me in bis love 

That His grace grants me to behold His court 

In manner diverse from ali modem wont, 

Keep not from me the knowledge, but report 

Who thou wast, living, and if up the mount 

My course is right : thy word shall us escort." 
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" Lombard I was, rdJ Mark the name I bore i 
I knew the world, and loved that sort of worth 
At whìch men bend theìr bows not any more. 
Thy course is right : climb ou directly forth." 
He answered, adding : " Pray for me wben thou 
Shalt he up there." I answered Min : " I bìnd 
Mysclf in good faith by a solemn vow 
To grant thy wish ; but with one doubt my mind 
Will burst within, unlesa I solve it now. 
The simple doubt which I had f ormed before, 
From others' wonls, is doubled uow by thine, 
Which, joined with those words, make my do abt 

the more. 
The world, in sooth, as I may well divine 
From what thou say'st, is wieked at the core 
And clothed with evil ; of ali virtue bare. 
Show me, I pray, that I may teli again 
Othera, the cause o£ this ; for some declare 
That Heaven is cause of ili, and some say men." 
A deep^lrawn sigli which anguish made a groan 
First giving vent to, " Brother," spake he then : 
" The world Ì9 hlind ; sure thou of them art one ! 
Ye, who are living, every cause refer 
Stili to high Heaven, as though nccessify 
Moved ali things through Heaven'a motion. IÌ thjs 
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Freedom of will impossible would be, 

Nor were it just that goodness sbould for ber 
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Sxtre meed bave joy, and badness, misery. 
Heaven to your actions the first movement gives ; 
I say not ali : but granted I say ali, 
For good or evìl each his lìght receives, 
.ÀJid a free will, which, if it do not fall, 
fiut win Heaven's first hard battle, then it lives, 
^Ajid, if well-trained, is never held in thrall. 

•** To greater power and to a higher soul 
l'ree, ye are subject ; and that power in you 
Creates the mind, which no stars can control : 
Sence if the present world go wrong, 't is due 
To your own selves ; and of this theme the whole 
3 will expound as an inf ormer true. 
Torth from His band (bef ore its birth who smiled 
On his new ofifspring) mto beìng goes 
A little weeping, laughìng, wanton child, 
The simple inf ant soul that nothing knows, 
Save that, by pleasure willingly beguiled, 
She tums to joy as her glad Maker chose. 
Taste of some trifling good it first pereeives. 
And, cheated so, runs f or the shining flower, 
Unless a rein or guide its love retrieves. 
Hence there was need of law's restraining power ; 
A k^ng there needed, that at least some one 
Of God's true city might discern the tower. 
The laws exist, but who maintains them ? none ; 
Because the Shepherd, sovereign of the f old, 
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Thotigli he may ruminate, no cleft hoof beare : 

Tlie people then, aeeing their guide so fond 

Of what they crave, and with like greed as theìra. 

Pasture witli him, and aeek no good beyond. 

'T is plain to scc that what hath made manldnd 

So bad, is evil guidance, not your'own 

CoiTupted nature. Once o£ old tbere ehined 

The twofold splendor» of a doublé aun 

In Rome, whicli city brought the world to good; 

One sbowed the way of earth to men, and one 

Gave thera to aee the other way, of God. 

One hath deatroyed the other, and the sword 

la with the tiroaier joìned, that neither fears 

The other'a check ; so joined, they ili accord. 

If thou doat doubt me, think what fruit apj 

In the fidi biade, since every plant we know 

For good or evil by the seed it bears. 

Once in that goodly region by the Po 

And Adige watered, valor used to dwell 

And courteay, ere Frederic'a troulsle carne : 

Now one might jonmey through that country wdl 

Secure from meeting (if it gave him ahame 

To apeak with good men) any that exceL 

Three old men yet dwell there in whom the old i 

Chidea the new age, aud tìmc scema sluw to ruj[l | 

To them, till God replace them in his fold : 

Currado da Palazzo, he ia one, 

Gherardo likewise, of the lìfe unblamed, 
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Guido da Castello, who perchance 
Simply the Lombard mìght be better named, 
-Ajfter the fashion of their speeeh in France. 
Say thou this day, then, that the Chureh of Eome, 
Confounding human rule and sway divine, 
Sinks, with her charge, beluted in the loam." 
^^ Thou reasonest well," I said, " O Marco mine I 
^And I perceive now why the saered tome 
The sons of Levi bars f rom heritage. 
IBut who is that Gherardo who thou say'st 
Ulemaineth in rebuke of this rough age 
Trom those who formerly the realm possessed ? " 

*' Either thy tongue misleads me, or thou show'st 

A wish to try me," he to me replied, 

" That, using Tusean speeeh, thou nothing know'st 

Of good Gherardo. No sumame beside 

I know, unless unto that name he bore 

One from his daughter Gaia be supplied. 

Go thou with God ! I f ollow thee no more. 

See ! raying yonder through the f og, a gleamy 

Splendor that whitens it ; I must away 

(It is the Angel there I) before he see me." 

Thus tumed he, nor would hear me f urther say. 
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Bethink thee, reader, if thou e'er hast been 
Among the Alps o'ertaken by a cloud, 
Through wbich ali objects were as blindly seen 
As moles behold things through their visual 

shroud, 
How, as the vapors dank and thick begin 
To thìn themselves, the solar sphere's faint ray 
Searce pierces them ; then readily mayst thou 
Conceive, when first I saw it, in what way 
To me the sun looked that was setting now. 
From such a cloud, and f oUowing as I went 
My Master's faithful steps with even pace, 
I carne to where the day's last rays were spent 
On the low bordar of the mountain's base. 

O gift imaglnative I that dost so 

Of ourselves rob us, that ofttimes a man 

Heeds not, though round hìm thousand trumpets 

blowl 
If thee sense move not, whence the power that can ? 
A light moves thee, Heaven-kindled, and doth flow 
By will divine directed, or its own. 
My f ancy with her fury was engrossed 
Who took the shape of that sweet bird well known 
To be of his own song enamored most ; 
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And liere my mind was in itself so chaìned, 
That it received no object from outside. 
Tlien into my liigh f antasy there rained 
Tlie imago of a person crucifìed, 
Fierce in Ms aspect, with a face of hate, 
\Vlien, with this look, despìtefully he died. 
!Round him there stood Ahasuerus great, 
£sther his spouse, and Mordecai the true, 
Of "whose just word just action stili was mate* 
.And as this imago from my mind withdrew, 
Of ìtseH breaking as a bubble does, 
f ailing the water under whìch it grew, 
-A damsel weeping on my vision rose, 
IMoaning aloud and crying : " Why^ O queen ! 
Jlast thou through anger wished thyself undone f 
JTot to lose thy Lavinia^ thou hast tcHen 
Thy life, and lost me 1 Mother^ lam one 
Doomed to moum thee more than a hu sband 
slain 1 " 

Even as our slumber, when a flash of Ught 
A sleeper's eyes doth suddenly confront, 
Is broken, quivering ere it dieth quite, 
So fell my vision, as a beam past wont 
In its excess of splendor smote my sighL 
I tumed to see where 't was I had been brought, 
When a voice called to me : " Climb bere the 
hiUl" 
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This put ali other pmpose from my thought, 

And gave sucli eagemess unto my will 

To find tliat counsellor and mark liis mìen, 

My Bpirit went unsatìsfied untQ 

Face unto face the speaker znight be seen. 

And, as one views uot the sun's figure dear 

Througli liglit's great euperfiuz tliat blinda 

gaze, 
So was my visual virtue wauting bere. 
" TbÌ3 Ì8 a lieavenly spirit," Virgil says, 
" That with bis splendor veils him from tbìne eye. 
And guides na up our way, nor waits for prayer. 
He does by un aa men would be done by ; 
For who seBB need, and dotb, tiU asked, forbc 
Already seems ill-purposed to deny. 
Such invitation let our f eet obey I 
Haste \ve to mount bef ore the darkness grow, 
For then we could not till return of day." 
So Bpake niy Leader : I beside him alow 
Pacing, we bended toward a stair our way ; 
Aud, as my foot the first ascension pressed, 
I felt a movement near me as of winga 
Fanning my face, and then a voice s£ud : 
Are the peacemakers ! evil angerings 
They know not," Overhead the aun's last r 
Were so uplifted, followed by the night, 
That round us maiiy a star began to blaze. 
And, ae I felt my body's waning might, 
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** Wliy dost thou fall me, O my strength?" I said : 
£ut havìng come now where we elimbed no more, 
On the stair's brink we ceased our toilsome tread, 
IFixed as a vessel that arrives at shore. 
1 stopped awhile, and waited as to bear 
In tbis new circle augbt percbance of sound, 
Tben tbus addressed my Lord : " My Fatber dear ! 
Say, wbat ofifence is punìsbed in tbis round ? 
Stay not tby speeeb, altbougb tby feet are stayed." 
" Tbe love of good," tbus Virgil me bespoke, 
" Wberein defìcient, bere is perf ect made ; 
Here tbe slow oar receives amending stroke. 
But tbat tby mind witb more expanded powers 
May conceive tbis, attend to me, nor sbun 
To reap some barvest f rom tbis balt of ours. 

" Never creator," be began, " my son, 
Was witbout love, nor anytbing create ; 
Eitber love naturai, or tbat nobler one 
Bom of tbe mind ; tbou know'st tbe trutb I state. 
Naturai love ne'er takes erroneous course ; 
Tbrougb iU-directed aim tbe otber may. 
Or f rom excess, or f rom a want of force. 
Wbile o'er its bent tbe Frimai Good batb sway, 
Wbile witb due cbeck it seeks tbe inf erior good, 
It cannot be tbe source of wrong deligbt. 
But wben it swerves to ili, or if it sbould 
Seek good witb more or less zeal tban is rigbt, 
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Agaiust the Maker doth hìa work rebel. 

Wlience mayst thou comprehend how love in 

Must of ali virtue he the aeed, as well 

Aa of each a^jtion to which pain ia due. 

Now aince love must look ever towards ite own 

Subjects' well-beiug, tliings are froin aelf-hate 

Saved ; and since naught can h^ suppoaed aloi 

Extaut, f rom tlie First Beìng separate, 

Hatred of Him is also spared to man. 

Remaina (i£ rightiy I divide, I say) 

The ili that 'a loved must be a neighhor'a then. 

And iu three modea this love sprìngs in your day. 

One, through the ci-uahing of Lia fellow, fain 

Would come to eminence, with sole desire 

His greatneaa o'er that other's to maintain. 

One at another'a riaing feareth loss 

Of power, fame, favor, and his own good namaj 

So siekena, j'oying in his neighbor's cross. 

And there is one whom wrong so weiglis with sharae, 

That greed of vengeance doth hia heart engroas ; 

And Buch must needs work evil for his brother. 

This threefold bad love thoae mourn bere below: 

Now I would have thee leam about another, 

Which runs to good, but doth no measure kni 

Ali vaguely apprehend a gowi wheroin 

The soni niaj rest itself ; and ali men woo 

This iniaged weal, and seek ìts peace to win. 

And if thereoQ but lauguid love ye set, 
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Or be full slack to seek, such sin ye rue 
-Along ttis round, though after just regret. 
There ìs another good, far, far, f rom bliss I 
^or makes man happy : not the essenee true 
Of ali availìng fruit the root. To this 
rrhe love which too much doth itself resign 
Is moumed f or in three comices above ; 
Sut how tripartite, I wìU not define : 
T?hou shalt, by seeing, leam about that love." 
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The lofty Doctor ended his discourse 
And gazed intently in mine eyes to see 
If I looked satisfied. The stinging force 
Of a new thirst was stili tormenting me. 
And I stood silent ; but within, " Perchance," 
I said, " this too much questioning of mine 
Annoys him." He, true Father I at a glance 
The timid wish unuttered could divine. 
And spake, in speech emboldening my advance. 
" Master," I said, " in thy light's ray mine own 
Sight is so quickened that I see most clear 
Far as thy reasoning bears or maketh known : 
Wherefore, I pray thee, gentle Father dear, 
To show me what love is, to which alone 
Every good act and bad thou dost refer," 
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" Tum unto me the sharpest gleams," he said, 

" Of ttine own intellect, and thou wilt fiud 

Their error manìf est by whom are led 

Most men: the self-made leaders, themselves blìnd. 

" The mind, create with tendency to love, 

Towards aught wliieh pleases it Ì3 quick to spring', 

Soon as from pleasiire it begina to move, 

Your apprehension from some real thing 

Unfolds in you an image that it wove 

And tums the soni that way. If, growing foiid 

Of such an objeet, she incline thereto, 

That inclination love ia, nature'» bond, 

By sense of pleasure newly bound in you. 

Then, as the flame which ever upward strivea, 

Born, by its fashion, to ascend where fire 

In ita own element the longest lives, 

So mounts the kindled aoul into deaire ; 

A motion spiritual, without repose, 

Until the soul possesa what givea delight. 

Now mayest thou note how truth ia hid from thoae ' 

Who say that ali love in itaelf is right ; 

For even though haply its material should 

Seem alwaya good, not every impresa might 

Be ■nithout fault, albeit the wax were good." 



"Thy worda, and niy swift intellect, that sped 
After each word, bave opened to my mind 
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Xiove and its working ; yet more doubt," I saìd, 
^^ Impregnates me. Unless the soul may find 
Some other footing, and to love be led, 
What merit whether riglit or wrong it go ? " 

He answered : *' Far as reason may discem 
Here I can teli thee ; ali else thou slialt know 
From Beatrice ; when f aith works, thou wilt leam. 
Every essential f orm tìiat ìs conneeted 
With matter, yet from matter separate, 
Has in it a specific grace coUected 
Which never doth its nature demonstrate 
Unless it work ; f elt only by the efifect, 
A8 life in pianta by the green leaves is sliown. 
How dawn the first desires, whdnce intellect 
The first ideas hath, is to man unknown : 
These are in you as business in the bee 

Ifo praise deserveth, and from blame is free. 
Now since ali others flock towards this one stili, 
The power that counselleth is bom in you, 
Consent's doorkeeper, standing on the silL 
Here is that principio to which is due 
Occasion of your good or ili desert, 
As ye chose good, and from the bad withdrew. 
The deepest reasoners always did assert 
This innate freedom, of whose law they knew, 
And hence bequeathed their ethic rules to men : 
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That every love which kindleth you dotfa rise 

From suuli necessity, stipposìng then 

The power to govem it wìthìn you liea. 

Freedom of will is niimed by Beatrice 

The noble f aculty ; in thy replies, 

Should she discoozse thereof, remember thìs." 

Almost at midnight the belated moon 
Kose like a burning bucket, in wbose blaze 
The dwindied stare but few or faintly shone, 
Croasing the conateUations hy thoae ways 
Which men in Kome see flaming, when the siiD 
Seta 'twixt Sardinia and the Corsie isle. 
That gentle ohade from whom Pietòla's town 
Is now more f amed than Mantua wa« erewhile, 
Had loosed the burden that had weìghed me dovn, 
And, ou my questioninga, relieved my mind 
By plain solution, Drowsily and diunb 
I stood, like one to somnolence inclined ; 
But soon my dreaming was dispeUed by some 
That auddenly ran crowding up beliiud 
OuT shoulders, dose toward us ab^ady come. 
And as along Ismenus and thy shore, 
Asopus I night saw nish the frenzied throng 
Whenever Thebes would Bacthua" aid implora, 
So, judging from thoae first who led along, 
This peojile, cnrving round tho coruii'e, pour, 
Wliom yasi love warms and good will spuiretb 
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Soon they were full upon us, ali so fast 

Of that great multitude carne and were gone ! 

And two in front cried, weepìng as they passed : 

** To the hìU-country Mary sped amain 1 

And CsBsar to smite Lerida made haste, 

Struck at Marseilles, then darted into Spain I " 

" Qnick 1 quick ! " the next cried ; " not a moment 

waste 
Throngh waut of love I so grace may f reshly grow 
For US, as in weU^oing we make haste." 

"O ye, in whom a zeal more fervid now 
Pays haply for that negligence and sloth 
Which lukewarmness once gave your doing well ! 
This being who lives (and sure I utter truth), 
Would climb the hill, should sunlight aid us. Teli, 
Therefore, where we the nearest pass may find? " 
These were the words that f rom my Leader f eli. 
And straight one spirit replied : " Follow behind 
Our f ootsteps ; thou wilt find the open place. 
Our own ascent so fills our every thought 
We may not Unger : theref ore yield us grace, 
If penitence in courtesy lack aught. 
Once at San Zeno in Verona, I 
Was Abbot, in good Barbarossa's days, 
Whom stili to mention maketh Milan sigh. 
He in the grave one f oot already has 
Who for that monastery soon must moum, 
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And f or the sway he held therein be aad ; 
Becaase that sod of hi», the evil-bom. 
In hÌ8 whole body bad, in mind most bad. 
He in the seat of ita true pastor placed I " 
If more he said, or ceased, I cannot teli, 
Even now beyond us he so far had raced ; 
But thia with pleasure I remember well. 

He then, my help at eveiy need who bronght 
Sfùd : " Tum thia way ; observe the pair that come 
Their own slotb bitìng with remorseful thougbt." 
Behind the rest they murmured ; " Those for whom 
The Red Sea opened, ali were dead before 
Jordan beheld their children in his land ! 
And they, who could not to the close endure 
His labors with ^neas, kept the strand 
Of Sicily, nor lived for glory more," 

When tbe Bwift spirits round the hiU had fled 

So far they were not in our vision 's range, 

A new thougbt entered me, from whieh was bred 

Full many another novel thought and strange, 

Until mine eyes in pleasing drowsihead 

I closed, and thinkÌTg, dìd to slumber chance. 



I 
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In that hour's cMllness when the beat of day 
Tempers the coldness of the moon no more, 
Yanquished by Earth, or oft by Satum's sway, 
When geomancers in the East, bef ore 
The dawn's whìte lìght subdumg soon the gray, 
Bead of their major fortune the bright score, 
There carne, in dream, a woman to my sight, 
Stammering, cross-eyed, maimed in both hands, 

each one 
Of her f eet clubbed, with countenance dead-white. 
I looked on her, and even as the sun 
Comf orts the cold limbs ali benumbed by night. 
So gave my gaze a glibness to her tongue ; 
Her shape grew straight, and love's lost coloring 

ran 
Back through her cheeks, as love would bave them, 

young. 

Then, with her speech thus loosened, she began 

To sing so, not to Usten had been pain: 

^^ l 'm the sweet Siren, I am she who can 

Misguide the mariners in the middle main ; 

So full of pleasaunce is my voice to bear ! 

I tumed Ulysses with the notes I pour, 

From bis vague wanderings ; and whoso gives ear, 
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To grow famìliar, aeldom giveth o'er 
Delight in following one so wholly dear : 
Who leams to love me, leavea me nevermore." 
Scarce was ber mouth shut whea a lady carne 
Up dose beside me, rapid in her tread, 
Wbose holy mien that other put to sliame. 
" O Virgil, Viigil I " angrily she aaid ; 
" What wretch is tliis ? " and while my Master i 

bent 
HiS steps toward her, fixed by ber innocent face, 
She seized tbat other, and her garment rent 
Before her boaom, and diarobed the place 
Which broke my elumber ^th ita noisome aoenL 



1 



I tumed mine eyee, good Virgil aaying : " At leaat ' 
Thrice have I called thee : rise, and let us find 
The pasa where we may enter." Ere he ceased 
I had spnmg up. The new-bom sun behind 
Spread o'er the oircles and the day increased, 
Till ali the saered bill in glory shined. 
I, following, bore my foreheaJ in a ridge, 
Like one whose front ia bent by thougbt severe. 
And makes himaelf the half-arch of a bridge, 
Wheo these worda caught me : " Come ! the pass 

Ì8 bere I " 
Benignly uttered, in so aweet a tane 
As ne'er was heard uj>oii this moital strand. 
With open wingB, that seemed as of a awan. 
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The angel waved us upward wìth bis band 
Between the two walls of the flinty stone, 
Then moved those pinions and our f aces f anned, 
Affirming : " Blessed are the sonls that mourn ! 
They shall he comforted,^^ And while he stood 
A little over us, my Gxdde in tum 
Began to say to me : ^^ What means thy mood ? 
What bends thy look so to the earth below? " 
" A recent vision that was mine," said I, 
^^ Makes me thus f altering, doubtful as I go, 
For from the thought of it I cannot fly.'* 
" That ancient sorceress hast beheld," said he, 
" To whom the spirits up higher their misery owe ? 
Didst mark how man from ber foni speli gets f ree ? 
Enougb I with haughty heel smite fast the ground, 
And fix thine eye where Heaven's eternai King 
Lures thee with His great spheres' perpetuai 

round." 
Even as the f alcon ere he make his spring 
Xiooks at his foot, then tums him at the cry 
To snatch the food that he is tempted toward 
Through greediness thereof , the same was I ; 
And where the cloven rock did way afford 
To one in climbing, I went up as high 
As the next cornice round the mountain scored. 

Xioosed into this fifth circle f reely f orth, 
I saw a people weeping ali around 
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With down-tumeil facea prostrate on the eai-tli. 
" AdhcBSit p(WÌ7nento f to the groujid 
My soul did cleave" I heard ; but in their birth 
These words were almost choked with aìghs pn>-j 

foimd. 
" O souls elect of God ! whose sufFerìngs 
Justiee aud hope temper to lesser p^, 
Direct US where the lofty stairway aprings." 
" Free from our penanee if je come, and faìn 
Would fìnd the way more quickly, ever bear 
Towards the right band, keepmg tlie bill inside." 
So prayed the Poet, and some spìrit tbete, 
A little way before us, thua replied. 
Which the hid speaker was, the sound betrayed : 
Mine own eyea met the looking of my Lord ; 
Whence of assent a cheerf ul sìgn he made 
To what he saw my dumb desire implored. 
Ajid when I felt that he meant, " Jes, you can .' 
Straight I moved on that grovelling creatore 1 

ward 

(\VTios6 worila had made me note him), and beganM 
" Spirit I who3e grief that penitence matures 
Without whieh God rcceiveth back no man, 
Suapend awhile that chief concem of yours. 
Teli who thou wast ; and wherefore prone ye He? 
And wouldst thou that I help thee with my prajerTa 
For I am living in the world on high." 
And he: " Thou ahalt know for what un we bear.J 
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Our backs tumed heavenward ; but know first that I 
Was a successor once to Peter's chair. 

" Between Chiaveri and Sestri flows 
Down a fair streamlet, from the name wbereof 
The title of my blood and family rose. 
One month, and little more, was mine to prove 
How the great mantle weighs on him that fain 
Wonld keep it spotless : every load wonld seem 
Feathers to that. Late penitence, how vain I 
But when Bome's pastor I was made, the dream 
Broke, and the f alsehood of my life was plain. 
That lofty seat I could not climb above ; 
Yet there I f ound the heart was not at rest, 
Whence of this life awoke in me the love. 
Up to that point I was a wretch whose breast 
With avarice rank against my Maker strove : 
Now bere behold me to this doom depressed ! 
What avarice bringeth, now is rendered clear, 
In the purgation of these penitent souls, 
Nor has this mount a penance more severe. 
Even as our vision, fixed on earthly goals, 
Never looked upward, Justice sinks it bere 
Earthward, long ages. And as avarice killed 
Our zeal for good (so love's effect was lost !) 
Boimd band and foot, till Justice be fulfilled, 
Must we lie here to leam what avarice cost, 
Stretched moveless, long as the just Lord hath 
wiUed." 



296 



PURGATORT. 



I had kneeled down to him, and would bave spoken, 
Bnt at my first word, liatening, lie perceived 
By my near voice the revercntial tokcn, 
And said : " Why stoop ?" I answered : " ] 

IJeved 
Mine uprìght conscience not to stand before 
Such dignity as thine." Then he, as grìeved : 
" Straighten thy limhs, my hrother ! err no e 
I am the fellow-servant (bend thee not I) 
Of these and thee, to one supemal power. 
If thou hast i-ead, nor hast His voice forgot, 
Where in the Holy Gospel He doth say 
These words : ' Theì/ neither marry, ' thoii wìlt 

know 
Why I speak thiis. Now I beseech thee, stay 
No hinger with me ; I would bave thee go : 
Thy tarryÌDg stops the t«ars wbicli thou didst a 
Mature the penitence whetefrom they flow. 
I bave, OD earth, a kinswoman by name 
Alagia : innocent, uidess our line 
Corrupt by bad example, brìiig ber blame ; 
And she is ali remains tliat once was mine." 
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A WEAK will yields, by better over-willed ; 
Whence, to please bim, my pleaaure I p 
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«And from the water drew the spenge unfilled. 
HMy Guide and I, among the spirits that moaned, 
^Where space was foiind, shonldering the rocky 

steep, 
Orept, as one walking on a city wall 
3Iugs dose the battlement. The souls that weep 
Trom wom eyes, drop by drop, the sin that ali 
The whole world occupies, too closely crowd 
Upon that other side whence one might fall. 

Accursèd be thou, wolf of ancient bfood 
That hast more prey than any beast beside ! 
Having a greed so infinite f or food. 

Heaven ! in whose brìght circlings men confide 
To change the state of things down here below, 
When wiU He come who shall drive her to Hell ? 
Onward we move with footsteps few and slow, 
While those poor shadows by their moans compel 
Me stili to list their weeping and their woe. 

By chance before me one cried in such straln 
Of agony : " Sweet Mary ! " that methought 

1 heard some woman in her time of pain. 
Then f ollowed thus : " How lowly was thy lot ! 
As by that humble hostelry is plain 

Where with thy holy burden thou wast brought." 
FoUowing I heard : " O good Fabricius ! thou 
Wouldst rather have thy virtue and be poor, 
Than vice with riches ! " These words pleased me 
now, 
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And I di-ew further forward to make sure 

What spirit he was ; for stali he spake in praise 

Of that dower Nicholas for the damsels made, 

To lead their youth in honor's holy waya. 

" O Boul SO nobly speaking there," I said ; 

" Teli me who waat thou? and I fain would leam 

Why thou alone dost these just laude renew: 

Tky words shall be well paid, if I return 

To round the brief road left me to pursue 

Of mortai being haatening to ita boume." 

He answered : " I will teli, not hoping aught;J 

Of comfort there f rom any mortai breath, 

But for the mirarle of grat-e thus wrought 

In thy strajige visit here before thy deatb. 

Of that perniclous trce I waa the root 

Whose deadly akade so blights each Christian land 

That aeldom aught ìs cropped aave evìl f rait, 

But might Doiiay, Ghent, Lille or Bruges niakt; 

stand, 
Swift vengeance woidd ensue. Soon may it bel 
All-judging One ! I ask it at thy band. 
Hugh Capet I was called 011 earth : from me i 
Each Louis, and those Philipa, every one, 
Wbom Franee ia ruled by, in tliis later day, 
Had birth I and I, a Paria butcher's boq. 

The ancient race of kings had passed away, 
Ali but a nameless one in gray attire, 
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^When in my gripe I f elt the reins of sway 

IFor that old Mngdom, and did soon acquìre 

Such strengtlì thereby, such plenihide of friends, 

That to the crown without a lord my son's 

Head was promoted ; and from him descends 

This present line of eonsecrated bones. 

Ere the great dower of Provenee banished shame 

Out of ouT blood, if weak, our sins were few. 

Thencef orth with f raud and many a f alsehood carne 

Our course of rapine : then we seized Ponthieu, 

Normandy, Gascony, to make amends; 

Charles carne in Italy and there he slew 

His victim Conradin, to make amends ; 

Then sent home Thomas on his heavenward way, 

Him of Aquinum, ali to make amends. 

A time I see, not far off from to-day^ 

That brings another Charles from that same Franco, 

The better to make known himself and friends. 

Unarmed he saUies f orth, except the lance 

That Judas jousted with, and that he sends 

Home through the bowels of Florence till she 

burstl 
Xiack land he may, but shall not lack disgrace, 
!Nor crime ; f or which he shall be more accursed 
The less he oounts his damning ravage base. 
I see, just sailed, made prisoner on the waves, 
That other Charles his daughter trade for gold, 
Even as the Corsairs do with other slaves. 
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Wiat worse in store, O avarice ! eanst thou hold \ 

For US, that liast my blood perverted so 

It recks not of ita own flesh bonghi and sold ? 

That lesa may seem ali past, ali fature woe, 

Entering An^ni's gates the flower-de-Ioce 

My TÌsion shows, and Christ Himself brought low 1 

By his own Vicar'a eaptui'e and abuse. 

I aee Christ mocked again ! yea, my soni grieves 

To aee renewed the vinegar and gali 

And Himself slain between two living thlevea. 

I see that pitiless man whom now I cali 

The modem Filate ; for ali this but leaves 

Hia lust onsated, and bis power prevaìls 

Against the tempie ; no decretai gives 

Charter : the pirate goes with greedy sails. 

Oh, when shall I be gladdened, my Ejord God ! 

To aee the vengeance tliat awhile dotb hide, 

In secret cairn, that staya Thine anger's rod ? 

About the Holy Spìrit's only bride 
That which I said, and ali that made thee draw 
Towards me for conunent which I apake besìde, 
Even auch reaponse, by daylight, is the law 
That rules oar prayers ; but Boon aa night e 

on 
OuT counter-burden in ita tnm begìns. 
We teli the tale tlien of Pygmalion : 
His avarice, that brought on to many sing^ 
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3Vf iser, thief , traitor, parricide, in one ; 

rrhe misery of that miser Midas then 

3^ollowing bis gluttonous desire of gold 

TThat made him evermore the jest of men ; 

Of Acham next the f ond record is told 

Who stole the spoils, and Joshua's wrath did rouse 

That stili we seem his vengeance to behold ; 

Then we condemn Sapphira with her spense, 

And praise the hoof-prints Heliodorus f elt ; 

Now the whole mountain round resounds once 

more 
The shame of Polymnestor, he who spilt 
For greed of gold the blood of Polydore ; 
Lastly out song is Crassus and his guilt : 
^Tell, thou who know'st! what saper has that 

ore?' 
Just as our passion prompts us is our tene, 
^ow slow, now rapid ; sometimes with much force, 
Ulien low we speak ; our penance thus is shown. 
£ut at those lauds which formed our day's di»- 

couTse, 
Though none spake near me, I was not alone." 

^e had from him departed now, and strained 
Hard to o'ercome our difGlcult road, as well 
As was permitted to what strength remained ; 
"When suddenly, as 't were some great thing f eli, 
I f elt the moimtain tremble : such cold chained 
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My limbB as taketh one gomg forth to die. 
Sure Delos waa not with such. vìolence riven, 
Before Latona founcl wherein to Ke, 
A nest £or nursing those twin ejea of heaveii' 
Then upon every aìde was raised a cry 
So loud tbat dose to me the Master carne 
And said : " While I am guiding do not fear," 
*' Gloria in excelsis Deo ! " this accluim 
The whole were shouting, as from those mosfr^^*^' 
near ^^^ 

I judged the chorus of the rest the same. ^^^| 




Like thoBe old shepherds who first heard that - 

lay 
We stood immovable and in suspense, 
Till the cry ccasod, the trembling died away. 
Then did our holy journey recommence, 
Viewing the shades to their accuBtomed wail 
Tiiming, and grovellmg in thuir penitence. 
Never did ignorance my mind asaail 
With sueh a battle of desirc to leam, 
(Unless herein my recollection fajl) 
Aa seemed to make the soni within me yeani. 
I dared not slack our speed by asking aaght, 
Nor of myaelf the cause could I discem : 
So tìmidly I went, and full of thought. 
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The naturai thirst that never is allayed 
Save by that water, grace whereof to taste 
The lowly woman of Samaria prayed, 
Troubled me now ; and vexed me to the haste 
Wherewith o'er that packed shelf my way I made 
£ehind my Leader, pitying that just doom : 
And lo I as Luke describes how Christ once showed 
AiVTien freshly risen f rom the sepulchral gloom. 
Tinto those two disciples on the road. 
So, comìng after us appeared a shade, 
Hying the crowd amid whose f orms he trod ; 
INor took we note of him until he said : 
My brothers, be with you the peace of God I '' 
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Virgil and I tumed suddenly, and he 
Retumed the greeting with response benign, 
Then added this : " May peace thy portion be 
In the blest council of Truth's court divine, 
Whose doom to endless exile bindeth me ! " 
He answered, matching Virgil's pace and mine : 
" If ye are souls whom God disdains on high, 
Who led you thus far up His heavenly stairs ? " 
" If thou regard," my Teacher made reply, 
"What sword-marks from that angel's hand he 
bears, 
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Well mayst thou note te with good aouls must reìgn. 
But since tlia,t maid who spinneth day and night 
Had Eot yet drawn for him the distaff's pile 
Wliich Clotho portioos for each living wight, 
His spirit (thy sister and mine own}, the while 
He carne above, could not ascend alone, 
By reason that it sees not ìn oiir style. 
Hence frum the ampie gullet I waa drawn 
Of Ilell to show unto thia living man 
The thtngs of this pianti, and shall guide him on 
To show him more things, far as my school can. 
But if thou kuow'st, give U3 the reason why 
The mountain trembled so just now, and ali 
Even to its watery base raised such a cry ? " 
Mine own de sire bis question did recali, 
Threading it so that hope of the reply 
Stayed my thirst somewhat He thus broke th» I 
pause. 
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" T was naught irregular : thia holy bill 

Moved net f rom the religion of ita laWH 

In way unuaual ; it remaiueth stili 

Free, aubject ne'er to any altering cause; 

No reason else, then, why it trembled so 

Save that Heaveu's will aome soul to Heaven doth 

cali: 
Since nevcr tempest, rain, nor hai], nor snow, 
Dew nor hoar-frost, upon thia mount doth fall. 
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Aboye that short flight of three steps below. 
No clouds come there, nor any wandering mìst ; 
Ko meteor's gleam, nor lightning ; nor the bow, 
Danghter of Thaumas, oft from east to west 
Changing position. Yapors dry with heat 
Pass not those steps whereof before I spake, 
And on which Peter's Yicar plants his feet. 

Xiower down, it haply more or less may shake ; 

fiut from wind pent (how, I could not declare) 

'Witihìn the earth, this part did never quake. 

A/Vith US this mountain trembleth whensoe'er 

-Any soni riseth, feeling purified, 

Or moYes towards Heaven, to enter heavenly-f air ! 

The sole sign of a spirit's purity 

Is when a will, ali f ree to change abode, 

Seizes the soni, assisting it to fly. 

Justice Divine its first desire for good 

Bestraineth by the same propensity 

For penance here, that erst for sin it showed* 

And I, who in this misery have lain 

Five hundred years and more, f elt only now 

Free wiU that better threshold to obtain. 

Hence was this earthquake ; for this reason thou 

Heardst thro' the mount the spirits in this glad 

strain 
Glorify God : soon may He them invite I " 
These things he told us ; and as thirst's excess 
Gives to the sense of drinking more delight, 
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What good he gave me ne'er could I express. 

" Theii," aaiel the sapieut Giùde, " I fathom quite 

The nature of the net which holds jou here ; 

How you escape it, wbence thia trembling rot 

And you exult so, plainly doth appear. 

Now may ìt please thce unto me disclose I 

Who thou waat once ? And teli the reason why • 

So many a oentury thou haat lain \vith thoae." 

" Wten the good Titus, helped by the Most High, 
Avenged those wounds from which the life-dropa 

came 
Which Judas sold," tbe apirit thua made reply, 
" Famous I was, by that most bonorcd name 
And most endoring ; yet no faitb had I. 
So sweet my vocal genius was, that Rome 
To berseli called me, meriting to wear 
My temples myrtled, from Toulouae, my home : 
Statius the people cali me stili down there, 
Of Tbebes, then great Achillee, did I sing; 
But OD my way fell with my second load. 
The sparks that kindled me, and were the sprìng 
Of ali the beat wherewith my genius glowed, 
From the divine llame rose, wfaence many more. 
More tban a thousand, have received tbeir Ught. I 
I speak of that ^neid which of yore 
A mother waa, and nursed my gift to write : 
I, without that, bad scarce a drachma weighed ; 
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And to liave lived on earth when Maro lived 
Here, under ban, I willingly had stayed 
Beyond my term, one sun more, unreceived I " 

These words made Virgil turn towards me his head, 
With silent look, that seemed to whisper, " Hush 1 " 
But power to do, and will, are not one thing ; 
For tears and laughter oft so fleetly rush 
After emotions from whose force they spring, 
In men most true they least obey the will : 
I slightly smiled as one who wìnketh mìght. 
Wherefore the shadow eeased from speech; but 

stiU 
Gazed in mine eyes, where most one reads men 

right, 
Then spake : " Say, wheref ore on thy face erewhile 
(So may thy great work to good end be brought !) 
Did I perceìve the lightning of a smile ? " 

Equally thus on both sides I am caught : 

" SUence I " my Guide bade, " Speak 1 " implores 

the shade ; 
Theref ore I sigh ; which Virgil understands. 
** Answer, then, f reely ; be thou not af raid 
To gpeak," he said, " but ali that he demands 
With so much eamestness, at once avow." 
Then I : " Perchance thy wonder it did wake 
To note my smiling : ancient spirit ! now 
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Thine admiratiou I would greater make. 
He who thus guides mine eyes on high, hnow thon, 
Is Yirgil's self ! the source whence thou didst take 
Thy strength of old f or singing those f amed lays 
Of men and gods. If other cause thou dream 
The smile had, drop that error ! 't was the praise 
ImpUed in those words thou didst speak of him.^' 

Already kneeling, he had f ain embraced 

My Teaeher's f eet, but he said : ^^ Brother, no I 

Thou art a shadow, and a shadow see'st." 

Then the shade, rising : ^^ Now behold what glow 

Of love towards thee my nature stili doth warm, 

When I forget our emptiness, to throw 

Mine arms round thee, as round a living f orm I " 
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Behind US now the angel had been left 

That up to the sixth round the passage shows, 

Of one more 8car my f orehead having ref t ; 

And " Blessed are they " had pronouneed of those 

Whofix onjustice their desire^ and they 

With answering voices had subjoined " Who thirsty^ 

And nothing further, ending so their lay. 

Then I, more light of limb than ever erst 

At any pass, went easily above, 
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Tollowìng those rapid spìrits with pace the same ; 
When Virgii thus began discourse : " The love 
Whieh goodness kìndleth wakes an answerìng flame, 
Provided that its own flame showeth well. 
Hence from that hour when Juvenal, come down 
Into the realm of Limbo where we dwell, 
Did unto me thy strong affection own, 
My love f or thee no kìndness could excel 
That e'er was f elt f or one to sight unknown ; 
Brief , then, thisi dimb is, in thy company I 
But teU (f orgiving me in friendly part 
If confidence doth loose the rein too free), 
And speak unto me like the friend thou art : 
Sow in thy breast could avarice find a place 
'Mid ali the varied wisdom that was thine 
Of so much diKgence the crowning grace ? " 
Those words did Statius at the first incline 
To smile a little, but he soon replied : 

" Thiné every word I take as love's dear sign. 
In truth appearances of t do afford 
False matter for conjecture, tumed aside 
From the true causes hidden or ignored. 
Thy question certifies to me that thou, 
Misjudging from that round where late I lay, 
Think'st that on earth my sin was avarice. Now 
Be thou correctied: know I went astray 
Far from that vice ; its opposite excess 
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Yea, f or a thousand moons, bave purged away. 

And had I not my wasteful heart in hold, 

Wlien I heard thee exclaim in accents dire, 

At human nature : * Cursèd love of gold I 

To what of evil dost thou not inspire 

The lust of mortals ? ' I from side to side 

Bolling those weights, had f elt the terrible tilt I 

Then I pereeived that hands could spread too wide 

Their spendthrif t wings ; aud f or the self same guUt 

Have penanee paid, and other sins beside. 

How many with clipped locks again shall rise 

Because of ignoranee, which for wanton waste, 

Living or dying, penitence denles I 

Leam this : sin which is by one other f aeed. 

Ite opposite, wiA that conLted sin 

Dries its green bere, in withering penanee placed. 

With those that avarice mourn if I have been 

Put in purgation, me thereto did bring 

The counter-viee that I offended in ! " 

" Now when of that f eli contest thou didst sing, 
Which those twin-troubles of Jocasta tried, 
From what thou say'st, where Clio touched thy 

string," 
The singer of bucolic songs replied, 
" Thee to believe not yet, it seems, had won 
The faith without which no good deeds avaìL 
If this be so, what candles or what sun 
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Dispelled thy night, and made thee trim thy sali 
That in the fisher's wake thy bark might run ? " 
And Statius answered : '^ Thou didst lead me first 
Up to Pamassus, then my way didst light 
To God, whilst in its grots I slaked my thirst. 
Thou wast like one, that walking in the night, 
Himself in darkness, beareth in his hand 
A lamp to make the way behind him bright, 
When thou didst utter : * Now begins the grand 
New order of the ages ; reappears 
Justice on earth, and unto men is given 
The peace retumed of man's primeva! years ; 
INow a new progeny descends from heaven.' 
I carne through thee to poesy and to Christ I 
But let some coloring my sketch enliven, 
Lest to thine eye it may not have sufficed. 
Already pregnant was the whole world then 
With seeds of the true f aith so largely sown 
By Heaven's eternai messengers to men ; 
And thy rapt word, which I have touched upon, 
From these new preachers seemed to sound anew. 
Hence I to visit them an usage f ormed ; 
And on my sense their sanctiiy so grew, 
That when Domitian's persecution stormed, 
Their grief s with piiy did mine eyes bedew ; 
And oft I succored them while yon I dwelt. 
And their chaste customs did mine own so chide 
That deep disdain for other sects I f elt ; 
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And ere in song I led the Greeks beside 
Those Theban streams, I had in baptism knelt ; 
But long my Christian creed through f ear did hide. 
And paganism in outward action showed. 
My lukewarmness hath kept me pacing more 
Than my f ourth oentury, the circling road 
Of the f ourth terrace. Thee, then, I implore, 
(While in ascending there is timo to spare), 
Thou who didst lift the veil mine eyes before 
That kept such blessings from me, teli me where 
Cecilius dwells ? Terenee, our anoient friend ? 
Flautus and Varrò, be they dammed down there? 
Teli, if thou know'st, and where their doom they 
spend." 

" These with myself and Persins," Virgil saìd, 
" And many more, are with that Greek confined 
Whom, above ali, the fostering Muses fed. 
In the first cirele of Hell's dungeon blind. 
Oft in discourse we mention yet the steep 
Where our great nurses evermore abide. 
With US Euripides, Anaereon keep, 
Simonides, Agatho, many a Greek beside, 
Whose brows wore laurels they did justly reap. 
There many of thy people may be seen, 
Argia, Deiphile, Antigone, 
Mournf ul Ismene with her wonted mien ; 
The maid who showed Langia's fount, and she 
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Who called Tiresias f ather ; Thetis there ; 
There with her sisters Deìdamìa bìdes." 



Both poets now were sìlent, coming out, 
Free £rom the paasage aaid ita flinty sides, 
Once more attent in lookìng round about ; 
And now were the f our handmaìds of the day 
Well left behind ; the fif th one at the beam 
Xiifted its bright hom on the upward way, 
When my Oxiìde said : " Against this edge extreme 
We should, I thìnk, now the rìght shoulder tom, 
IRoundìng the mountain as we wont to do." 
Thiis only from our usage did we leam, 
^nd we went forward the less doubting, too, 
IFor the assenting of that soul sincere. 
They in advance went on, and I alone 
Sehind them, to their parley giving ear, 
Whence have I drawn what force my song hath 
shown. 



Soon with that pleasant speech did interfere 
A tree that in the middle path did rise 
With apples grateful both to smeli and sight. 
And as a fir diminisheth in size 
Bough after bough even as it grows in height, 
So this tree tapered down in adverse wise ; 
Lest any one should hope to elimb, I think. 
And at that side whereon our way was closed. 
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A limpid stream fell from the rocky 1: 

And o'er tlie leavea above ita dews difEuaed. j 

ITig^ to the tree as the two poeta «me, 

From ont tihelea'fwtlie'nàoe OMBB'liiat.aC.jDM - 

Sonnded: "QTtiUcyniàt^cAaB «aver «•</** 

Thenaddad: « Jr«y Aodmt&oiyJU/ir mot* 

To moke ih» maniag» htmortd ami wmfUU 

Than her oum lipt^ wAwA nowjhr yom i mp J om 

And women ofold £omecoutd»aH^- 

ThtxF t&ù'Af vntìi water ; DatM, toot eoatroBad 

Damre ofmeatt tmd wiadom gàmed tìunAf^ 

I^fU éculy age vxu beatttifìil tu ffoldl 

JB-unger gme acomtfianor tìten, and <&w«t 

Mode neetar ewry rimdet that rotUd. 

Soneg <md loensta vjere thsjbod tohiiA n 

The Baptist in ths detert vhere A« dwtUj 

Hence ia he glorìous next unto the .f^-st, 

Aa in the Evangd plainly may he ^elt." 
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CANTO THE TWENTY-FOURTH. 

^UB going slacked not our talk, our talk our 

going: 
Stili we discoursed, and stili we stroDgly sped 
Even as a good ship with a good wind blowing. 
Now tliose poor ghosts, who looked like things twice 

dead, 
Through their sad eye-pits drew in wonder of 

me, 
Known for a living creature. But I said, 
Pursuing my own speech : " Well may it be 
The spirit more slow ascends on our account. 
Yet would I ask thee (if thou knowest, oh, teli !) 
Where might Piccarda walk along the mount ? 
And of these many whose eyes upon me dwell 
Whether there be some soni noteworthiest ? " 
" My sister, she so equal good and fair 
That I wot not which praise becomes ber best, 
Goes crowned and joyous in Olympian air I " 
To this he added : " Lawf ully we may 
Name each by name ; bere our spare diet so 
Hath wom our old resemblances away." 
His finger showed me : " Buonagiunta, lo ! 
Buonagiunta of Lucca ; and that face 
Beyond him there, more sharpened than his own, 
The holy Church once held in his embrace. 



L 
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He was of Tours, and fastiog doth atone 

Here for BoLsena'a eels, Vemaccìa'a wine." 

Otliers he pointed out, and man by man 

Ab lie was called, seemed most content ; no sigo I 

Of WKith I saw on any. Hnnger-wan, 

Tliere Ubaldìno champed on nothingness ; 

And Boniface, that o'er so broa<l a fold 

HÌ9 crozier raised ; that thirstier lord no less 

Of Forlì's marqaisate, who had of old 

Leisnre to drink, noi- then eould get hia fili. 

Às one that scana a crowd, hopes to hehold 

One only, I forth singled him who stili 

Intent on me was gazing;, him of Lucca. 

Somewhat he murmured thickly in his throat 

(Justice that stripa them hurts there), I 

" Gentucca.''' 
" O Bpirit ! " I uttered : " who dost so denoto 
Desire to speak with me, make me to hear. 
And satisfy uà both." More clear he spake : 
" There is a woman bom, nor yet doth wear 
The wiraple, that to thee ahall pleasant make 
My city, let men blame it as they ean I 
Go forward, with this hint not imrequited : 
It from my murmiuing first thy doubt b^an, 
By truth hereafter that too shall he righted. 
Reveal : art thou not maker of that new ìa.j 
* Ladies vshose intellect compriselh love ' t " 
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And I gave answer : " Of me rather say 

X am Love's own, and as he breathes, I move ; 

And ever as he prompts me must I write." 

^'^Brother," he said, "the obstacle is plaìn 
"\Vhieh forced the Notary, and Guittone, and me 
Short of that new perf ection to remain. 
^ÀJid how yonr pen flies followìng dose, I see, 
^Aif ter the god who dietates ali you sing ; 
'Whieh of Olir own work may not spoken be. 
And he that hopes to find a better thìng 
Cannot discruninate 'twixt style and siyle." 
And here he held hìs peace, content ìndeed. 

Even as the wintering birds along the Nile 
Wheeling in squadrons, that for greater speed 
Do separate themselves and go in file, 
Thus, with tumed f aces, aU the souls digressed, 
Aye faster for their leanness and desire. 
As a tired courier, dropped behind the rest, 
Lets them pass by, and walks till he respire 
More steadily f rom his spent and heaving chest, 
So did Forese sufiFer his blessèd crew 
To flock on, while he lingered at my side, 
Asking : " When shall I see thy face anew? " 
My term of lif e I know not," I replied : 
But howso quick my body back may come, 
Heart's longing is here sooner. That ili place 



hi. 
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Where I am put to dwell, 'va daìly sum 
Loses lier wDrth, and doth to fuìd race." 



" Ah, go 1 " Ile crìed. " I seem to see destroyed 
Yoiir source of miaery, by a furìoua beaat 
Dragged at the heels to where ali prayer ia void. 
In the dark valley ; stili with apeed iucreased 
Plunging, till a vile manglerì hulk he liea I 
These heavenly wheels bave no long time to roll " à 
(And as he spoke he lifted up Ma eyes), 
"Ere ol my dark words thou sbalt read theJ 

whole. 
I quit thee ; we prize time so, 't is a fault 
My pace abr(!ast of tbee to bave delayed." 
As one knight, eager for the first assault, 
Forth gallops briskly f rom the cavalcade, 
Straigbt witb bis large stride on Forese whìrled ; 
And left me traveling witb tbe twain anou, 
Who were sucb mighty marshals in the world. 
And when before us he bo far bad gone 
That ray sight followed faintly (as my mind 
After the speecb obscure I pondered on), 
Behold, with laden bougbs and living riud 
Another apple-tree rose audden neail 
Our glanee not being that way till now inclioud. 
Beneath it did a imdtitude appear, 
Stretching their bands np, with a plaintÌTe cry 
Into the foliage, tliat escaped nune ear. 
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Xiike children f ain of what they f ondly try 
lo reach, but cannot, begging without meed 
To one who, answering nothing, holds on high 
The thing that stili provokes and cheats their 

greed, 
^U disenchanted, did these souls depart. 
And we pressed f orward to the awf ul tree 
That spumed petition so f rom many a heart, 
Whose branehes bred this sound of mystery : 
" Pass : draw no nearer me. That wood grows 

yonder 
Whichfelt Eve^s hiss ; his sapling once was /." 
And with both poets hastening dose thereunder, 
I changed my way. " Hemember 1 " rang hard 

by, 

" The cursed cloud-born ones, with Theseus con- 

tending^ 
O^ercrammed ; the Jews that stopped hy Arad^s 

hanhy 
Lost to their leader^ Midianward descending 1 " 
So threading down that border, in a rank, 
Heard we of gluttony and glutton's zest, 
And the rough pangs that pnrged that old offenda 

ing. 

Then on the lonely road again abreast 
The thousandth step or more we numberèd, 
Quietly musing, when upon our course, 
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"Why go ye tliree so tlioughtf ul ? " soir.ethÌD 

said; 
Whereat I shook as shakes a balky torse. 
And raiaed my head to know, Could never be 
Blown glasB, or molten metal in fumace blast, 
So beautiful and brigbt a red as he 1 
Who spake : " If ye would climb, here tum , 

last; 
Hero lies tho path for him in Bearch of peace 1 " 
Hìb presence dased me ; to mine escorts aigh 
I faced back, so to give mine eyes releaae, 
Like one who, hearing, cao hìs track descry. 

As when, ere daybreak, comes a gust of spring, 
A bei-ald with the breath of fems aud flowers. 
So on my forehead moved a wind, a wing. 
Scattering aroma ; then these words in showers : 
" Blesstd are they whom aweetly grace controia, 1 
WJiose reason no brute appetite overpotcers, 
Who hunger perfectly, with temperate soulsl" 
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Lo Duca mio dieta ; per guesSO loco. 



Mt Master said : " Hereby a man most keep 
Kven the strictest bridle upon bis eyes, 
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Since for so little cause liis feet may trip." 

Then " God most merciful / " I heard arise, 

Ohanted f rom that great buming, and became 

Smit with desire to tum ; and I beheld 

A file of spirits walking through the flame, 

Wbom oft I gazed at, though the while compelled 

To heed my steps, my sight dividing so. 

Soon as the hymn was done, with loudly blended 

Voices they shonted : ^ Man I do not hnow 1 " 

Then gave, in softer tone, till it was ended, 

Their psalm once over ; and when they had cried 

Thereafter, " Dian to the f orest fled. 

And drove out Helice, the nymph that tried 

Thy poison, Venus ! " back to singing sped. 

Praising, they called those husbands by their names 

Who kept in chastity the ordered road 

Of matrimony, and those godly dames. 

And this, I deem, is evermore their mode, 

Lasting as long as that sharp fire's embrace ; 

For such their snrgery is, and so can deal 

With necessary power to efface 

That wound of theirs, the last of ali to heaL 
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While thus we singly by the margin went, 
My Master of ten saying : " Heed thou well 
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My waming only for thy saJety meant," 

Sunlight tbat on my dexter ahoulcler fell 

Now, spreading forth, had the whole west arrayc 

In their own whiteneas, blanching ali the blue ; 

And my long shadow with its denseness maiIe 

The flare seem mddier ; and tbat token drew 

Alany soula passing, an occasioii g^ving 

Fot some so to begin and say o£ me : 

" Surely yon body seema no lesa than living I " 

These towards me tben, so nigh as it might be 

With due regard to pass not from the blaze, 

Approached. " Tliou traveler keepìng stili behind 

(Haply from reverence more than habtt slow), 

Tliy comrades twain, give me thine an^wer kind,,*! 

In thirst and bitter burniug as I go. 

Nor to me only be that auawer told : 

These otbers thirst for it, O more than men 

EtLiop or Indian, for the water oold ! 

How makest thou thy body, teli ns, then, 

A Wall unto the sun, as if not yet 

Within the mesh of death thyself were can^t? ^ 



^ 




Thus one of them to me ; and I had set 
My lips to apeak, wben a now wonder wronght 
Took my mind from them. Eapìdly tbere e 
Another people toward us, meeting tiiis 
Whom auxiously I watched along the flame. 
And ran in baste together far a kisB : 
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So f rom two poìnts, dividing in a trice, 

In their brown bands do little ants convene, 

Heads touching, to find out by that deviee 

What luek 's ahead, and where 's the way un- 

seen. 
Suddenly, genial recognitions over, 
Ere the first step apart the shadows hie, 
Each striveth to outshout his f ellow-lover : 
*' Sodom^ Gomorrak I " the new-comers cry. 
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As when the first vibration of his beams 
Falls where his Maker shed His blood, and o'er 
Ebro in Spain high-soaring Libra streams, 
And Ganges bums with noonday's heat once more, 
So stood the sun, and theref ore day was going 
When forth God's angel stood upon the shore, 
Outside that sea of flame, his visage glowing 
With Joy, and " Blessed are the pure in heartl " 
Chanted in livelier tones than ours had been ; 
Then : '' Go not further till you feel the smart 
Of this flame's penance : hallowed souls, pass in ! 
Give hearing to the hymn beyònd," he said, 
As we passed near him. At his words I grew 
White as a man bome to his burial-bed. 
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On my clasped liands I braced inysoif, my view 
Fixed OH the fire wìtb strong imagining I 

Of human bodies I had seen consumed. 1 

Then Virgil said, while both good guides, to bring 
My courage back, tumed towarda me : " Here, mj 



There may be torment, but can be no deatb : 

Eemember thee ! Kemember'Bt thou wbat one 

Upbore thee safely, when with bated breath 

Thou climgst to me when we on Geryon rode ? 

Consider tbis : if I could ahield tbee there, 

Wbat sbould I now do, so uiuch nearer God ? 

Trust me for eertain, and thy fear forbear. 

lu tbis fiame's womb dwelt thou a thousand jea 

It could not Fob thee of a single hair I 

And lest thia truth incredilile appears, 

Draw near it, if thou fanoy I deceive. 

And lift thy garment's hem tbereto in proof 

Of what I aay, and make thyself believe. 

Kow let no longer fear keep thee aloof ; 

Tum hither, and onward ! Bpirit and footstep f ree." 

I, conscie nce-Hmit, yet motiooless and cold I 

Noting how loath and slow I seemed to be, 

Slightly disturbed, he said : " Now, aon, behold 

Tbis Wall sepai-atea Beatiice from thee I " 

Aa Pyramus at her beloved name 

Lifted hÌ3 lid, and looked on Thisbe, dying. 

Wliat time the mtdberry took its bue oE flame. 
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Thus to my wise Lord, softened and complying, 
I tumed at hearing of the name that while 
I breathe, must well up e ver in my breast. 

** Now then," he said, with crinkled brow, and smile 

TJpon his face : " What shall we do, my son ? 

Shall we stay bere ? " This even as I had been 

A little school-boy with an appiè won. 

Then bef ore me he put himself within 

That fire, praying Statius to come last, 

Who f or long way dìviding us had been. 

Once in the fire, I coidd myself bave cast 

In boiling glass to cool myself I such yeaming 

I had f or a ref reshment in some guisQ, 

So imabating was that merciless buming. 

To comfort me, my Father sweet and wise 

Ever of Beatrice discoursing went, 

Saying : " Her eyes ! methinks I see those eyes." 

Olir pilot was a voice to which we lent 

Olir sole attention, chantìng there this lay, 

When f rom the fire we came f orth to the ascent : 

" Venite^ henedicti Patria meV^ 

It sounded from a light there that so shone 

I could not look, but turned mine eyes askance ; 

While stili the voice continued thus : " The sùn 

Is going ; night comes. Pause not, but advance, 

While stili the west decks not herself with dun." 
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Straight Tip the creviced rock we took our way, 
Turned eaatwanl, Icaving the low sun behinil ; 
Ere many of thoae steps we could es.say. 
We saw tliat whoUy hatl the day dei^ined. 
Aiid ere the horìzoc ilìd on every straitd 
Through its immensity one aspect wear, 
And night dispensed her dark with equal band, 
Each one aelected for hia bed a staìr. 
The mountaiii'a nature wholly took from ns 
Our power to climb, though not our pleasun 
Like wild goats, that erewhile go ventureus, 
Saucy and swift akipping f i-om height to heigl 
Ecfore their hour of pasture ; but remaìn 
Huahed ìn the sha4:le when day grows fiei 

bright, 
Watehed by the eye of the inactive swain, 
Who aerves hia charge, though resting on hìs 

red ; 
And as the hoiiselesa shepberd ali night long 
Guardetb his flock outatretched upon the sod, 
Leat aome wild beast invade the trembling thiong ; 
Eren auch we three seemed then : mjself the flock, 
They the caini herdsnien with their carefid eyes, 
Bound in on both sides by the lofty rock. 
Little indeed our reach was of the skies, 
But through that little I the stars bebeld, 
Beyond their wout in splendor and in size. 
So muBÌiig, £zed on them with gaze compelled, 



CANTO THE TWENTY^SEVENTH, 327 

Sleep seized upon me, sleep that brìngetli oft 
Tidìngs of things before the event airive. 

It was, I judge, the hour when there aloft 
Olir mountain from the east first looked alive 
'Neath Venns with love's flame forever glowing, 
Xiovely and young a lady in my dream 
I seemed to see along a meadow going, 
Seleeting flowers and singing as she went : 
*' Khow all^ if any have desire of hnowing^ 
That I am Leah^ husy with intent 
JFoT mine ownforehead^ with my own white handsj 
To mahe mysélf a garland as Igo^ 
Hoving àbout among the hlossomed lands^ 
That at my mirror I may please me so. 
Butfor my sister Rachel^ she doth move 
Nefoerfrom hers^ but sitting ali the day^ 
Loohs on her lovely eyes^ with them in love, 
WhUe rather Iwith wreaths myself array I 
Seeing suits her^ but Iprize doing more.^^ 

Now, tìirough the splendors which precede the 

dawn, 
And look to pilgrims dearer than before 
The nearer home they lodge at exile's dose, 
With routed darkness was my sleep withdrawn, 
And seeing my masters had arisen, I rose. 
"That pleasant fruit which through so many. 

bough 
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The searcli of mortala goes in qiiest of ever, 

Tliis day shiill qiiell th.y hungeiinga." Virgil now I 

Tliis promise made to me ; and surcly oever 

Was regal boimty better than tbat word I 

With Buch desire etili rising on desire, 

At every Btep my spirit waa so stirred 

Methought that wings were growing to speed me:! 

liigher. 
When ali the steps had lìghtly been o'ernm 
On the last atair of ali bis eyes on me 
Virgil fixed, saying : " Thou hast seen, my son. 
The temporal penance and the flre eteme. 
Now in another zone thy feet must be, 
Where, of myself, naught further I discem. 
Thns far have I with genius and with art 
Led thee, but now thy pleasure be thy guide ; 
Beyoiid tbese steep and narrow ways depart ! 
See on thy brow the sun'a reaplendent beama. 
The herbage see, and flowers and shrubs beside, 
Wherewith this moimtiiin lawn spontaneous teemfi. 
Ere those bright eyea whose weeping made rae speed 
To thine assiutance, come with gladness back, 
Thou mayst sìt down, or wander without heed. 
By word or sign of me expect no more ; 
But with free will esploro thine own free track. 
So sound and right that is, ìt were a fault 
If thou shouldst trust it not : wherefore thee o'er 
Thyself, with crown and mitre I exalt." 



CANTO THE TWENTY-EIGHTH. 329 

CANTO THE TWENTY-EIGHTH. 

Co' pil ristetti, e con gli occhi passai, 

"^ViTH f eet I stopped, but straightway crossed the 

brook 
"With eager eye», much wondering to behold 
*The great variety of fresh May spray» ; 
And there appeared to me (as of t is brought 
Something to view so sudden, tbat amaze 
Permits no sigbt besìde, nor any thought) 
A lonely lady, singing in the brake, 
And eullìng as she went flower after flower 
Wherewith her path was painted ; and I spake : 
" Dear, lovely lady, who thyself must warm 
At love'8 own rays, if I may tmthful deem 
Love's looks which mostly to the heart conf orm ! 
Let thy will move thee to approach the stream 
That I may hear the words which thou dost sing. 
Thou mak'st me think of Proserpine, what time 
Her mother lost her, and she lost the spring." 

As tums a dancer slightly in the air, 
One of her close feet lifting from the ground, 
Hardly advancing, on those flowerets fair 
Gold-lined and damask, then she turned her round, 
Most like a maid, with downcast eyes, and gave 
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My prayer eontentinent ; for so near ahe drew 
That I with full sweet aoimd of every stave 
Cauglit ìts ìntent, and aU ita meaning knew. 
Soon as slie stood wliL-re tliose fair waters lave 
The eylvan grasaes, like a gift she threw 
On me her lifted eyes. I greatly doubt 
If ever any sudi a splendor shone 
Under tlia Uda of Venus when (without 
His wouted aim), she auffered frorn her son. 

She on tbe riglit bank stood erect, and amiled, 

Mingling the manifold colors in ber band 

Wtich that high region yielils, irnaown and « 

Three paces only parted either strand ; 

But Hellespont where Xerxes crossed the atru^ 

Stili to ali human prìde the barrier, 

Had not more heartily Leander't) hate 

When the broad billows most tumultuoua weio 

'Twist Sestos and Abydoa obdurate, 

Than this had mine, for shutting me from her. 



" Ye are new-comers bere," ahe thus began, 
" And haply wondor at my smiling face 
In thÌB high home elected once for man 
As human nature'a nest and dwelling-plaee. 
But let the paalm ' Tliou, Lonl, hast madti 

g/ad' 
Clear with ita light your cloudtd intellect. 
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Jmà thou who f oremost art, if thou wouldst add 
To thy late prayer more questioning, expect 
Full answer ; I carne ready to reply." 
"The rivulet's flow, the murmuring woodland 

breeze, 
Are battling with my new belief," said I, 
" In things I lately heard opposed to these." 
She answered : " I the reason wiU explain 
Whence these proceed, and purge the doubts that 

smite 
With so much wonder thy beelouded brain. 
The Supreme Good who simply finds delight 
In His own being, made man also good, 
And upon man this goodly dwelling-plaee 
In eamest of eternai peace bestowed. 
Here, through his faidt, he lingered not apace, 
But changed for tears, and trouble, toìl, and woe, 
His innocent pleasure and his modest mirth. 
Lest any perturbation from below 
By exhalations from the sea or earth 
FoUowing so far as may be after heat, 
Should cause contention 'gainst the race of man, 
This mount so high toward heaven exalts its seat, 
Exempt from that gate where this realm began." 

Since the whole air doth Constant circuit make, 
From the First Mobile, saving only where 
Some obstacle its regular current break, 
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On tliia great heìght ali open to pare air 

Such movement stiikes : thia maJiea the wood re- 

sound, 
So dense ita growth, aud every strioken stem 
With ita own grace doth load the breeze around - 
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SoON as tLose lummoua iinagea (the aeven 
Wliicli rise or aet ne'er knew, nor cloud, save sin ; 
The pure septentrion of the Mgheat beaven, i 

Which unto every one. that place within, | 

His duty tauglit, even aa the one below 
Helps every helmsman tbe rigbt port to win) 
Stood stili, between them and the Gryphon cajne 
The spirita of truth, then tumed them towards the 

car, 
Às towarda their peace : and one, as with supremi' 
Conuniaaion chanting, shouted tbricQ af ar 
" Come, spouae,from Lebanon/" and soon tbe a; 
The rest repeated, joinìng Ìd the slave. 
Even aa the blessèd, at the latest soond 
Of aummons, eacb one from hia burial-cave 
ShaU, newly gamiented in body, bound 
With IlaUelujah» I thua on tliat divine 
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Cliarìot, at hearing such a sage's words, 
An hundred sprang as to a moving shrine, 
Angels of lif e eteme, ministering lords ! 
They ali were saying : " O benedicte tu 
Qui venia I " ever scattering like the spring 
Koses ali round, adding, as more they threw : 
^^ In plenteous hands^ ohi store oflUies hringJ^ 

I have, ere now, at day's beginning seen 
Heaven's órient part ali of one roseate hue, 
And ali the rest a beautiful blue serene ; 
And the sun's face at sunrise from the view 
Shaded by vapor, through whose misty screen 
His tempered beams the eye long time sustained ; 
Thus, undemeath a f alling cloud of flowers, 
Which from those angels' hands each moment rained 
Into the chariot and around in showers, 
Wreathed, over a white veil, with olive crown, 
Appeared a woman in a mantle green. 
And living flame the color of her gown, 
My heart then, which so many a year had been 
Free from that f ormer trembling when I saw 
Her presence once, that violent surprise 
Which overwhelmed me so with love and awe, 
Now, without f urther knowledge of mine eyes, 
Through some hid virtue that from her went out, 
Felt ali the might of that first passion rise I 
Soon as that sublime force my vision smote 
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Wiict, ere my boyliood's cloae, liatl piereed me 4 
I turned, with sueh look as a cliild might wear I 
Who to hia mother runa in f ear or woe, 
Toward my left hand, to say to Virgil there, 
And would bave said (the words to my lipa e 
" No dram of blood tLat in my heart ìb left 
Trembles not now ; I feel tbat old-tinie flame. 
But o£ bis guidance Virgil had bereft 
Statina, and me too I Virgil, my Control I 
Virgil my Sire, to wbom, as loved the moBt, 
For my aalvation I had given my soni ! 
Nor ali the joys our ancient mother lost 
Conld save tbe cbeeks he late had purged vith d 
From tuming back to darkness and to tears. 
" Dante ! weep not tbat Virgil parta from you i 
TVeep thou not yot ; however Jeep appears 
Thia woimd, a sharper sword must pierce ' 
tbrough," 



From stem to stem, a^ high an adniiral standa 
To view the muatered marinerà of hia fleet, 
Ànd give good heart, encouraging ali hands. 
Hearing my name (whieh I mnst needs repeat),] 
I turned at sound thereof, and saw that dame 
Stand on the car's left side, who firat was eeen 
Xhrougb feative flowers from imgel bands that cj 
Bending ber eyea with a majestic mien, 
On me, wbo stood on this eide of the stream. 
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Although the veil which from ber f orehead f eli, 
Girt by tliat f rondage of Mlnerva's tree, 
Suffered me not to see ber f eatures well, 
(^eenly sbe looked, and yet upbraided me, 
Continuing tbus, witb sweet restraint of style 
As 't were sbe kept ber wanner words bebìnd : 
*' Bebold me well. The one I was erewbile 
Good sooth I am : I am thy Beatrice ! 
So, hast thou deigned then to approaeh the bill? 
Didst thou not know man findetb bere bis bliss ? " 
Down dropped mine eyes into the lucid rill ; 
But seeing myself there, to the greensward near 
I tumed abashed, and bung my head in sbame. 
So to the child a motber seems austere 
As sbe to me did ; f or the tasto of blame 
Is bitter, sure, if pity grow severe. 

Sbe ceased : straightway those angels, in accord, 

" In te speravi^ Domine I " begun 

And sang to ^'pedes meos ; " no further word. 

Liike snow wbose hard mass, tbawless to the sun, 

Among the living timbers on the spine 

Of Italy, congealed by wìnds that blow 

From the bleak waste beyond Sclavonia's line, 

Sinks down into itseK witb ceaseless flow, 

If but a breatb come from the sbadowless land, 

As melts a candle its own flame bef ore ; 

So, without sighs and tearless, did I stand 
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Lìstening tbeìr cliajit whose notes for evermore j 
ICepeat the rhytlim of Heaven's etcmcd spheres;] 
Bat when tliose harmouies gave me to know 
Their pitying of me, more than if mine epra 
Had Gaught the words '■^ Lady,wky chids him io% 
The ice, that had been round my heart compre 
To spirit and water tumed, and witb MI flow 
Of tears and groans, carne gushing from my br« 
Theo, on the said side of the chariot, ehe 
Standing unmoved, soon afttìrwards addressed 
Thus the brighi fiubstanccs who pitied me : 
" Ye bold your wateh in Heaven's eternai day, 
That night or slumber should not steal from y 
One pace of tìme's march on the ages' way. 
Whence to mine answer greater care ia due 
That he, there weeping, mark the words I aay. 
And bis grief measured be by bis defect, 
For not alone by those great circles' foroe 
Whieh to some iasue every seed direct, 
Accordìng to what stara are then in cour 
But through divine gifta, largely rained from foi 
Of vapor so far hidden from orn- view 
That human vision nowhere near it mounts, 
Such was this being, when Ha life was new, 
In virtual graee, that ali right training would 
Ilave made In him tbe wonderfullest proof ; 
But alway land grows more malìgn and rude, 
Given to bad seed, ali husbandry aloof, 
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The more the soil be vigorous and good ! 

I with my beauly held him f or a space, 

And with my young eyes kept his f ootsteps firm 

Mine own to f ollow in the ways of grace. 

Soon as the threshold of its second term 

My lif e had reached, and I my being changed, 

Earthly for heavenly, this man wholly gave 

Himself to other loves, from mine estranged. 

And when from flesh ascending through the grave, 

My spirit in grace and goodness was increased 

I was less dear, less lovely in his eyes I 

Then he to false ways turned, and wholly ceased 

PursTiit of real good, but followed lies 

That never yet one promise made entire ; 

Nor did my prayers avail, wherewith I sought 

By dreams and otherwise, in him to inspire 

Wish to return : he gave so little thought. 

So low he sank that every influence fell 

Short of salvation ; nothing could bestead 

Save this, to show him the lost race in HelL 

For this I sought the gateway of the dead, 

Till my prayers moved, and many a tear that f eU, 

One who thus far his upward steps hath led. 

God's high decree were violate, should he 

Pass over Lethe's river and partake 

Its precious beverage, and no reckoning be 

Of penitential drops for penance' sake." 
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CANTO THE THIETT-FIRST. ' 

"OthOUwHo stand' 8t bey ond the sacredstrearalfl 

Tuming to me the point o£ her address 

Whose indirect cut so severe did seem, 

" Say, say if this be tnie ? Thou must confesa 

And give such grave accusai added force." 

In thcae words Beatrice without delay 

Upbraided me, renewing her discourse, 

Which so bewildered me my voice gave way, 

And spcnt itself in motiou wìthout sound 

Before its organ coulJ my will obey. 

Waiting awhile, till I mine utterance found, 

" Eeply to me," she said : " give me thy thought, 1 

Since of the bitter meraories iu thy mind 

Not yet yon rivulet hath effacement wrought" 

Fear and confusion in my soul combined 

Forced auch a faint " Yea," from my lips that bì^ 

Was needful to make plain the assent designed. 

As breaks a croas-bow, that from too much s 

Of string and wood lets a weak arrow fly 

So that it speeds not to ìts mark amain, 

Thus imder that grave burden faltered I; 

And my words weakly through their paasage fl 

Brokeu with gurgling tears and many a sigh. 

Stili sho contiaued : " Speak ; in my desire 
That counsellcd thee to love the only gnod 
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Beyond which nothing con exalt us higher, 
What chains or bars to check thy better mood 
Did'st thou encounter, bringing such despair 
To thy weak heart ? what profit, what delight 
In other objects showing front so fair 
That thou to them shouldst yield thy spirit quite ? *' 

After one bitter groan, to make reply 
Though my lips labored, I had scarce the might. 
" liif e's present pleasures," ihrough my tears said I, 
" With their false seeming tumed my steps aside, 
Soon as thy beauty was withdrawn." And she : 
^^ Hadst thou kept silence, or hadst thou denied 
What thou hast now conf essed, thy fault would be 
Known to that Judge f rom whom is nothing shut ! 
But down one's cheek when self-accusal flows 
The wheel of justìce grinds against the cut 
In our tribunal Stili, from tears that rose 
For thy past error, that thou mayst obtain 
The greater good, be strong henceforth to lend 
An ear less wiUìng to the sirens' strain. 
Put by that seed of sorrow, and attend : 
So shalt thou hear to what an opposite course 
My body's burlai should have prompted thee I 
Never did art or nature with such force 
Present a rapture to thine eyes lìke me, 
In those fair limbs wherein I bore my bieath, 
And which are notìnng now but dust dispersed. 
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And ìf fliat Ugliesl pkasaxe lèioog^ my de^ 

So faìled ihee, hofw. to aiiy seeond thirst 

Couldst thoa Ìèskwb been sedneed by mortai dun^? 

Baiher ahowìdut thoa, at tibe first anow cast, 

Througli lìf e's illosioiis itìtìk a loftìer wìn^, 

Have soared towards me, wfao had beyond tìiem 

passed; 
Nor shoiddst liave bome that any trivìal girl 
Qr other Tanity whose use lasts not, 
At thy spent heart a forther blow shonld hurlt 
The half-fledged sparrow takes a second shot, 
Or a thìrd haply ; f or full-f eadiered bìrds 
No second barb flies, no new net ìs spread." 

As little children at reproying words 

Stand blushing dmnb, with downcast eyes and 

head, 
Conscious of their own error and contrite, 
So was I standing speechless. Then she said : 
" If but to hear, thou sufEerest such a stroke, 
Lift up thy beard, and be more grieved at sight ! " 

With less resistance is a tough young oak 

Tom up by gale of our own natal land, 

Or from the kingdom of larbas blown, 

Than I upraised my chin at her command ; 

And when for face she asked my beard, well-known 

To me the venom was of that rebuke. 
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And when my lif ted visage I had shown, 
Mine eye took in the pausing, with one look, 
Of those bright angels f rom that rain of flowers ; 
And Beatrice above that being mounted 
(Though mine eyes trembied doubtful of their 

powers), 
Which in two natnres is one person counted. 
Under ber veil, beyond the grassy stream, 
She seemed to me in beauty to excel 
Her former seK, more than she seemed supreme 
O'er others ali when bere she used to dwell. 
The nettle of repentance gave my breast 
So sharp a sting, that whatsoe'er had tumed 
Me most to loving, I did most detest : 
So keen a consciousness my bosom bumed 
That I fell vanquished. What my state was then 
She knows by whose blow I was overthrown ! 
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" O GoD^ the heathen are come in l " began 
The heavenly psahnody ; by three, by f our, 
Made sweet response that alternating ran, 
Those ladies weeping. Beatrice meanwhile wore 
Such look in listening, 'mid her tears and sighing, 
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That searce was Mary at the cross cbanged more, J 
But soon as thoae seven damosels coniplying 
"VVith ber desire of speakiDg, mute becatne 
To giva ber audience, straight uprising, ahe 
Spake thus, thu wlule hcr colorìng grew lìke £ 
" A little ìuhile and me ye shall not see ; " 
And once again : " Beloved sisters mine ! 
A little while and then you shall see 7ne" 
Then at the head of ali the seven in line 
She moved herself , and raotioned us to move, 
Myself, that niaiden, aud the saga who stayed. 
Nor do I think that she had pressed above 
Her tentb pace f orward, when ber bright ©yea n 
Mine quiver, though full tranquilly she saìd : 
" Step thou more quickly, and appraach more n 
That abould I talk aa ne together tread, 
Thou mayat be poated to distìuctly hear." 
So when beside ber aa in duty bound, 
I walked, abe wbiapei'ed : " Brother 1 why hast t] 
No Bubject yet for any queation found, 
While we are traveling side by side aa now? " 
Ab men in speaking to superior oien, 
For too mueb reverence, oft no living aound 
Can bring to utteranee, thus it bappened then. 
AH brokenly did I begin to plead : 
" Madonna 1" faltering; "what I need," I a 
"Thou knowest, and knoweat wbat will help l 
need." 
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And slie to me : '^ From bashf ulness and dread 
I f ain would bave thee get thy spìrit f reed, 
Nor speak like one in dreams and drowsiHead ! 



This tree doth tower with top inverted henee 
For cause ungathered of thy sleepy brain ; 
And were not thy vain f ancy's prevalence 
Thee round about like Elsa's waters lain, 
Doing, with ali their dark and pleasant dyes, 
As Pyramus to the mulberry, thou wert free 
By tokens plain to morally surmise 
God's justiee in forbidding of that tree 1 
But since I find thine intelleet of stone, 
And stained so that my speech but makes thee blind 
With its effulgenee, take it for thine own, 
If written not, yet painted on thy mind, 
And bear it with thee as the pilgrim bears, 
And for like sign, his staff with palm entwined." 

I answered : " Faithf ul as the wax that wears 
Unehanged, the impress of a signet ring, 
My mind reeeives the stamp of thy dìseourse. 
But why beyond me on so lofty a wing 
Soars thy loved word, that stili the more I force 
My soul to keep abreast, the more I miss ? " 
" That thou mightst know the sort of school," she 
said, 
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" Thou hast been f ollowing ; aatl perceise by t 
IIow not in footsteps of mine art it trod ; 
Ami see, moreover, how tliat way of thine 
DifEera from God's way far as from the sod 
The cii'clinga of remotest heaven ahìne." 
Whence I to ter : " I caimot recollect 
That I was ever from thy love beguiled, 
Nor ia my eonscience prickeiì with that negleet." 
"If thou rememberest not," she spuke and smili 
" Cali to thy mìnd how thou hast drunk to-day 
Of Lethe's wave ; and if from smoke the fìre 
Be a just inference, thia oblivion may 
Give clear conclusion of a weak desire, 
Fault of thy will, too much intent clsewhere ! 
Truly from thìs tìme f orth my words of light 
Shall be uncovered far as it is fair 
To show them unto tliine unpracticed 8Ìght." 



While Ma most dazzling beam with slower j 

Unto the zcnith did the aun exalt, 

(That point which varìes with the gazer's placeb 

As an outrider cometh to a halt 

Seeing acme novel objeet on his traok. 

The aeven muida stopped in pale shade at last, 

Such as beneath green leavea aud branuhes blat 

TJpon their cold caacadea the Alpa do cast. 

And there before them, so it aeenied to me, 

Euphrates river and the Tigria started 
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Forth of one f oimtain, like two f riends that be 
Together long, and loath to be disparted. 

" O liglit, O glory of the human train I 

What is this water of one origìn 

That doth far from itself itself constrain ? " 

And my petìtion did this aaiswer win : 

" Pray thou Matilda, that she teli thee plain I " 

That lovely lady thereupon replied, 

As one who f ain himself would f ree from blame : 

" This have I told him, and more things beside. 

And sure I am yon river's other name 

His draught of Lethe hath no power to hide I " 

" Haply," said Beatrice, " a graver care 

Which often robs us of remembering 

Hath darkened his mind's eyes. But look you 

where 
Eunoe floweth from his neighbor spring ; 
Lead him thereto : and after thy kind use, 
With a new life his fainting manhood fili." 
Like to a docile soul that scorns excuse, 
But straightway makes another's its own will 
Soon as made manif est, that lady led 
With her light touch, my every weary limb 
Full gently f orward, and to Statius said, 
After a woman's fashion : " Come with him." 
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The glory of Him who moveth ali He made 
Shines through the universe with piereing splendor 
In one part more, and elsewhere less displayed. 
ITp in that heaven that most receìves Hìs lìght 
I was ; and saw things that no mortai beìng 
Corning down thence, eould teli, or knows to write, 
Because our inteUect approachins: so 
Towards its desire, to !L a hei|ht ìs carried 
That back the memory hath not power to go. 
Tnily whatever treasure I eould gain 
For my remembranee of that holy Kingdom, 
Shall make material now for this my strain. 
To this last labor, good Apollo ! grant 
That of thy worth I may be such a vessel 
As thou requir'st for thy loved laurei plant. 
Till now, one smnmit was enough for me 
Of high Pamassus ; now I need the other 
To aid me in the task that is to be. 
Breathe in my bosom thy notes not of earth, 
Such as thou didst when from the piteous scabbard 
Of his flayed limbs, thou drewest Marsyas f orth I 

O divine spirit ! so my soul possess 

That I the shadow of the blessèd Kingdom 

Limned on my brain, may fittingly express. 
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And then behold me to th; deaiest trae 
Coming to OEDwn myaclf .vìHl leavea tliemindflr, 
Whioli my hì^ theme and thoa awaid to me. 
So seldtnn, Father I bard or Cnsar now, 
(Oli, of ooT Immao will leproaolt and weakuewl) 
In triompli goes to pluck them f or hìg brov^ 
That when a mortai Iiath on him bestowed 
The natanti thiist of ,tbat Penean frondage, 
ITev joymnsttlirìll't^ joyouB Delphiangodl 
IVom a amali spark the ^ant flame is blown : 
And otìiBEg after me, with better ▼<noeB, 
Perohanoe shall wìn — 
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E queaf (dtro ^lendor che ti ti mottra. 

" Behold, thìs other radiant woman bere 
Showing herself to thee at my rìght side, 
With the full splendor fired of our bright Bpbere, 
Doth even with me my own Ufe'e tale divide. 
She also was a min, and from ber front 
The veil angust was tom ; when made to dwell 
In the rude world, agaìnst her wiah and wont, 
Ne'er from her heart the virginal veature fell ! 
Tbis of great Constance Ì3 the gloiy -met, 
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Wlio to Suabia's second storm-like man 

Bore of those emperors the third and last." 

So spake she, and then ceased ; but straight began 

** Ave Maria I " singing : and she passed 

Softly as in deep water sinks a weight. 



FBÀGMENT OP CANTO THE PIFTH. 

Siate^ Cristiani, a muovervi più gravi, 

Chbistians ! be you more steadf ast, more serene. 
Hy not lìke f eathers at each puff that blows, 
Nor think that every wave will wash you clean, 
That any field may serve you f or repose. 
There is a shepherd and a f old f or you ; 
Ye have a leader when your way is rough; 
Ye have the Testament, both old and new : 
Ali these f or your salvation are enougb^ 
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Intra Tupino, e V acqua che discende, 

■ ••••«•••• 

Between Tupino's wave and that which sends 
Its flood from blest Ubaldo's chosen seat, 
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A fertile moéatBnnSsjf^ésmBb^e^^ ^^ 

Wlierefrcm Perogìa feels botìk ódid «uà huk 
Throo^ Foirta Sole ; and bdiind it weep 
Gxialdo aiid Nboeia.thdr gcievons yi^ew- 
There, on thatméé otìk'^tAmeéfàiM^ tì» staep.. - 
In il» decliyity k sharia breke, * . , . 
Unto the world anoiher san was bom^ 
Like ibis our daily planet, whoae ^sid tace 
Beams f ortih bota Gangès, bringìng Etnope*» adoni. 
Theref ore let no man speaking of that place 
Assisi say, too briefly by that name 
Desciibing it ; bnt let bìm say tìie East I 
Ji he wovià pioperfy enf (noe its claim. 



Net mach li]8^;Iit had from its dawn ineraaaed, 

Wben he began throughoat bis land to inspìre 

Some comfort from a pmity so great; 

Since, yet a youth, he fought with his own sire 

For sake of her against whom pleasm^'s gate 

Men bar, of her face as of death afraid : 

And so bef ore his Father, and the court 

Spiritual, with her a marriage made. 

And grew in love the more they did consorL 

She, slighted widow, reft of her first spouse. 

More than eleven hundred years remained 

Despised, obscure : no lover paid his vows 

To her till this one her affection gained ; 

It nought availed to move men in their choice 
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To read how Caesar f ound her undismayed 
With poor Amyclas, hearing hìs dread voice ; 
Nor aught availed the courage she displayed. 
And the fierce eonstaney which so snffieed, 
That while below heart-broken Mary prayed, 
Her lofty spirit elimbed the cross with Christ. 
But, lest my sense I too obscurely screen, 
Take for these lovers of my large discourse 
Francis and Poverty : for them I mean. 
Their concord and glad looks, the gentle force 
Of love and wonder, their demeanor sweet, 
Were canse that holy thoughts did much increase ; 
Bernard first bared his venerable f eet 
To nin behind him, after so great peace, 
And in his mnning f elt himself too slow : 
O nnknown riches I O thou good most trae I 
After the spouse whose bride enchanteth so, 
Egidius bares his f eet, Silvester too. 



^vamiaUom of j^ante. 
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